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EEDSfromtheGround, inſtead of Flowers, 


= "ſprout, "A 
0 ails adorn the Wall whers ance ng ; -" 
"IP ©}; | Tanks | A 


Happy for us hat Eve's this Garden been; (Sin. 
Then n ſhe had found no Frait, and we had ken no, 


On a Jacobite Lady turn'd Whig, and dreſrd * 993 | 

Orange colour d Knats for a Dance. 1 _ 
Little Tory, why this Jeſt f = 
Of all that Orange in your Breaſt;  *'_ _ -_ 


'The Whiteneſs of tho R 


The vnn, 's Epigram, en a certain a, 
* FA repair l. 


It may ears ſome thirty; ; | 2 
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ON Nick, I'm a Damn | in your Debt: 
= protec r 


The. fortunate Sailer, * 


Honeſt Sim and his Wife once to Sea took aTrip, 
2 a ſudden croſs Wind overſet the light Ship ; . 
—_— Hand over Deck went this Couple together, 
8725 k like a Stone, Simon ſwam like a Feather. 
Lap 5 Wo ſays the Man (ſafe eſcap'd from the 
Tis a bad Wind, indeed, that blows no-body Good. 


© Women the beſt Poli n 40 — 


One Night plump Se and Coachman Ned, 
A Bargain ftruck in baſte to wed ; 
A rm ES d, tho * conſented 
To loſe their Pledge who firſt repented: 
Time for the Mateimonial Farce, 
N. morrow comes—Ned hangs an Arſe. - 
Of bad the beft poor Suty makes, 
And angry claims his forfeit Stakes : 
Ned frankly paid it, as agreed, 
Of a worſe in to be freed ; 
Quoth he, Thou'rt welcome on my Life, 
A cheap Divorcement from a Wife. - 


* 
+ 


2 * : Abe crafty Quean, who ho feig n'd awhile, | 


Soon anſwer d with a jeering Smile, 
Ah Fool, tis well ygu relented, 
d lot—had you but . . 

* Gladly your Freedom [I'll reſtore, 


Ladies, lay Ovid Rules apart, 
Ih Love learn theit Suſan's Art. 


Giles Talk and Mar, 
Giles. olt, as ſleeping in his Cart he lay,” 


Ar fring Villains ftole his Team away: 
"Eiles wakes and cries—What's here, a dickin, what * 


5 Why how now Am I Giles, or am I not? 
E. 175 If he—T've loſt fix line, f to my Smart: 
* 325 If not—Oddsbuddikins, I ve 8 Cart. 
. Joan 
=". . 2 : | 4 
» oy * | 4 — 4 9 as - 
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71 * . 4 . 


35.08 | 1 3 . | 

* By Mr. „ wo. 
Jean vows, to hearten tim'roas Youth, 
She ne er ſaw Ghoſt, or thing uncivil, 


Worſe than herſelf; cho once, in Truth, 
Jean does believe ſhe ſaw the rg 


By Dr. 83 al. 4 
Ve little Wits, that gleam'd a while. +2 
When Pope vou da Ray. | 1 
Alas! depriv'd of his kind Smile, 5 2 
How ſoon ye fade away ! | '1 
To compaſs 4. 5 Car about, =” 
Thus empty Vapours riſe ; . 8 | 
Each lends his Cloud, to put him out 
That rear'd him to the Skies, 
Alas 1 thoſe Skies are not your Sphere; I 4 
There he ſhall ever burn : 7 — 4 
Weep, weep, and fall! for Earth ye were, 7 
And muſt to Earth return. 


| By the Same. 
The Raven, Rook, and pert Jackdaw, 
(Tho' neither Birds of moral Kind) -— 3 
Vet ſerve, if hang' d, or ſtuff d with Strawv, 1 
To ſhew us which way blows the Wind. "= 
Thus dirty Knaves, or chatt'fing Fools, _ + + * 
Strung up by Dozens in thy Lay, e 
Teach more by half than Denni! Rules, 1 
And point [aſtruRion ery Way. ay © 
With Egypr's Art thy Pen may ftrivte. 
One potent Drop let this but ſhed, * "_ 
And ev'ry erg ſtunk alive "6 1 
. a precious Mummy dead. 


By the Some, i 3 ny) = aki 

While Malice, Pope, denies thy P PE OSS, 
Its own celeſtial Fire, 4 "i | 

While Criticks, -and while Bards: in pe "tr. 

; e ö 2.00 Tis? ie 


oY T 4 1. 

While wayward Pens thy Worth aſſail, 
And enyious Tongues decry, 

Theſe Times tho' many a Friend bewail, 
Theſe Times bewail not l. 


But when the World's loud Praiſe is this, 
And Spleen no more ſhall blame, 
When with thy Homer thou ſhalt ſhine 
In one eſtabliſh'd fame. 


When none ſhall rail, and ev'ry Lay 
Devote a Wreath to thee ; 

That Day (for come it will) that Day 
Shall I lament to ſee. 


By the Same. 
Dear Wel/ed, Mor. in dirty Hole, 
That painful Animal, a Mole : 
Above-ground never born to go, 
What mighty Stir it keeps below? 
To make a Mole-bill all this Strife! 
It digs, pokes, undermines for Life. 
How proud a little Dirt to ſpread 
Conſcious of nothing o'er its Head. 
Till, lab'ring on for want of 2 


It blunders i into Light —and dies 1 
Another by the Same. 


You aſk' why Reome diverts you with his Jokes, 


Yet if he writes, is dull as other Folks ? | 
. You wonder at it This, Sir, is the Caſe, 
Ihe jeſt is lott, unleſs he prints bis Face. 

. « Another by the Same. 
Burnet and Ducker, Friends in Spite, 

"Came hifling forth in Verſe ; 


Both were ſo forward, each would Py 2 | 


80 dull, each hung an A. Se 
Thus Amphisbana 8 F 


At either End s | 
None knows which leads, or which is led, 
Te Berk ans but Tails. _- 


On a bad Author. 
| FF of deen Book is0 an Run grown, 


f XK ”"M zh * your Readers none. 5 
A 0. 


5 
On the Marriage of an old Maid. 


Celia, a Coquet in her Prime, 
The vaineſt, fickleſt Thing alive: 
Behold the ſtrange Effects of Time! 
Marries, and oats at Forty-five. 
Thas Weather-cocks, who, for a while, 
Have'turn'd about with every Blaſt ; ?; 
Grown old, and deſtitute of Oil, 
Ruſt to a Point, and fix at aft. 


De beſt Cure fir * 

Of two Reliefs, to cure a Love - ſick Mind, 
Flavia preſcribes Deſpair; I urge be kind: 
Flavia C kind: The Remedy's as ſure, - 
Tis enn nan 


On a Flnwer painted by Varelſt. | 9 
By Ar. Prior. 1 5 ö 


When fam'd Varelf this little Wonder drew, 
Flora vouchſafed the growing Work to view ; 
Finding the Painter's Science at a Stand, 

The Goddeſs ſnatch'd the Pencil from his Hand, * 
And finiſhing the Piece, ſhe ſmiling ſaid, 9 "i 
Babel one Wark of mine which ner Hall 4 8 21 


© FY * = 
gd 2 


On a Lady, who was very handſome a and ver 1 


| Chlee, the Wonder of her Sex, | * 
*. well * 7 is . , ** ? 
ow might ſuch killin es ex, 
With Virtue to defend {$a * | | | 
But Nature graciouſly inclin'd, e 9 
Not bent to vex but pleaſe us, | ö 323 
Has to her boundleſs Beauty join d | 
A nnn to ne | 


FJ 8 "= : L. * a : : Fa 2 r F - a - 4 . 
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£1 | On ava Winans we ele Hil. 


The Golden Hair that Galla wears, 
Is hers, who would have thought it ? 
She ſwears tis her s—and true ſhe ſwears ; 
| For I know where ſhe bought it. 
= 8 On a ; Lady wearing artificial © Tab. 
Thais her Teeth are black and nought, 
Lucania's white are grown ; 135 
But what's the Reaſon, theſe are bought, 
The other wears her own. | 


' On 6 Welſhman 4ilking his Hoſt. 


A Welchmanx coming late into an Inn, 
Aſked the Maid, what Meat there was within, 
 Cow-heels ſhe anſwered, and a Breaſt of Mutton z 

But quoth the WWelcbman, face I am no Glatton, 
Eithèr of theſe ſhall ſerve: To 7 the Breaſt, 
I The Heels i'th' Morning; then light Meat is beſt ; 
At Night, he took the Feaſt, and did not pay, 
I' cʒh' Morning, took his Hee/s and ey, 


| | On @ Paint drawing a Lady's Pichure. By 
Ar. Dennis. 


| He * "ko g at Jovr's Artillery ap'd fo well, 
VB! real Thunder and true Lightning fell; 

Hi then durſt thou, with equal er try, 

oF To counterfeit the Lightning of her Eye ! 

= Painter deſiſt! or oo th' Event will prove, 

"+ _ That Love's as jealous, of his Arms, as ove. 


| 3 | On ſceing 4 beautiful Lady working with ber Needle. 

E.. - Oh what Boſom but muſt yield, 
When like Pallas you advance, 

{pp With a Thimble for. your Shield, 

FF”.  ' Aud a Needle for your Lance; 


* Saimonens, 


 Paizeſt of the blooming Tmin! 


And i 5 Pity to my Pain, 


* 
. 


Eaſe my Paſſion by your Art, 


the Hole that's in my Heart. 


To Mr. Pope, on his Tranſlation of Homer. 


So much, dear Pope, thy e Hliad charms, 
Where Pity melts us, or where Paſſion warms, 
That After-ages ſhall with Wonder ſeek, 
Who 'twas tranflated Homer into Greek. 


The Dart. To the Lach . &. 


Whene'er I look, I may def 
A little Face peep through that Eye, 
Sure that's the Boy, who wiſely choſe "IRS 
His Throne among ſuch Beams as thoſe ; N 
Which if his Quiver chance to fall, | | 
May ſerve for to kill withall. 


Mi Miſtake. To the beauti ] and i 
. Na 77% 0 o the * ingenious 


Minerva one Day, pray let no Body daubt i it, 
Rid an airing from Gerd fix Miles, or about it, 
Where ſhe ſpy d a young Damſel, ſo blooming y- why 
That, Ah wh She cry ' d, is your Ladyſhip there ? 


* 


Pray is not yon Oxford? And lately you ſwear, 


nn Fly nor aught like you, -ſhou'd ever come 


Do you thus keep your Promiſe | And am I defy'd? 
The Virgin drew near her, and ſmiling reply'd, 
My eſs | what have you your Pap il 

Your Pardon my Dear—is it you, Molly Scot ? 


"Oval e By Mr. Gay. 
le they ſa has Wit; for what ? 
For riting No; for writing not. 
On an ugh old Woman in the dark, From! Martial. 


Whilſt in the Dark on thy ſoft Hand I hung, 
„ tempting V in Tongue 3 


. 
* 


; 0 2 


What Flames, what Darts, what Anguiſh 


For he who reads them, reads 
Pinn'd to a Sheet, in which a Woman ; flood t to do 


— * 


I endur'd! 
But when the Candle enter'd, I was eur d. 


On ſering a diſagreeable Woman with Patches on 
ber ace 9... 

Your homey Face, Flippanta, you diſguile, 
With Patches numerous as Argus Eyes, 
I own that Patching" s requiſite for you, 
For more we're pleas'd if leſs your _—_ we view * | 
Yet I adviſe, if my Advice you'd aſk, | 
Wear but one Patch, and be that Patch a Maſk. 


0 Suicide. From Martial. | 
When all the Blandiſhments of Life are gone, 


| The Coward creeps to Death, the Brave lives on. 


On a bad Poet. | 


Thy Verſes are eternal, O m Friend! 
em to no Eng. 


Pennance in the Church. 


Mere fand I, for Whores as gra: 


To caſt a fcornful Ey e on; 


Should each Whore here be doom'd a Sheet, 


You'd ſoon want one to lie on. 
Written under the K1nc's-Hzan Wy Beit, in 
© Dublin, at the Requeſt of the Flat. By Dr. Swiſt. 
"May the King live long, 
Dong, ding, ding, dong. 


Advice to Dr. Trapp on his tranſlating Virgil. 
Mind but thy Preaching Trapp, tranſlate no further, 


Iss it not written, Thou fball do no Murther ? 


5 A Receipt to make an Ep1GRAM, by the Rt. He- 


8 7 are muſt with Nature be EY 


nourable the late Lord Hervey. 
A pleafing Subject firſt with Care provide, 


* 


* 3 * 8 
- 4 I 
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Nor fear your Vetſe be if Senſe be firong : 
In proper Places, proper N umbers ufe, 


And now the quicker, now the lowerchaſs, | . 


Too ſoon the 8 e 1 e — „ 
But the ſlow:$þ bts 

Your laſt Artention on * Bag bellow. | 

To that your „er ill Suecth "fl we ; ** 
Forthals hol 5 iealone muſt ſhine, „ flow: 
Obſerving theſe, your pigram's com 3 
Nor fear twill tire, tho Teventimes pete. 


On ſeeing PROMETHEvus i painted. By 25. 
CowLEy. 


How 3 does Prometheus State appear, 
Whilſt he His ſecond Mis'ry ſuffers here. 
Draw him no more, leſt as he tortur'd ſtands, _ | 
He blame great owe 's leſs than the Painter's Hands, 
It would 4 Vulture's Cruelty autgo, 
If once again his Liver thus ſhauld grow, 
Pity him Jove, and his bold Theft allow ; 


The Flames he once ſtole from thee, gra him now. 


By Dr. Swift. 


As Thomas was cudgell'd one his Wit, 
He took to his Heels and d ans Day by 2 
Tom's three deareſt Friends came by in the Squabble, 
And 3 at once from dhe Shrew aad de 

abble; 

Then ventur' d to give him ſome wholeſome Advice ; 
But Tom is a Fellow of Humour ſo nice, 
Too proud to take Counſel, too wiſe to take Warning, 
He ſent to all three a Challenge next Morning. | 
He fought with all three, thrice ventur'd his Life, 
Then went home again, and was threſh'd by his ike. 


Venus miftaken. By Mr. Prior. 


When Cloe's Picture was to Yerws ſhown, 
Surpriz'd the Goddeſs took it for heriown, + 
And what, ſid ſhe, pes this bold Painter mean 2. 
When was 1 bathing thus n 


- Thy 3 e 
Nervous, your Diction, be your Meaſure long, 
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And all their Cheer was Sugar - rolls, and Sack . 


1 


| Pleas'd Cupid heard, and check'd his Mothet's Pride; 


And who's blind now, Mamma, the Urchin cry'd?. 
Tis Chloe's Eye, and Cheek, and Lip, and Breaft ; 


Friend Howard's Genius fancied all the reſt. 


. diſappointed Huſband, =. 


A ſcolding Wife ſo long a Sleep poſſeſs'd, 


Her Spouſe preſum'd her Soul was now at Reſt. 
Sable was call'd, to hang the Room with black, 


Two mourning Staffs ſtood Centry at the Door, 


And Silence reign'd, who ne' er was there before. 
The Cloaks and Tears and Handkerchiefs prepar d, 


They march'd in woeful Pomp to Abchurch Yard. 
When, ſee of narrow Streets what Miſchiefs come! 
The very Dead can't paſs in * Home. 

By ſome 1 6 the Coffin Lid was broke, J. 
And Madam from her Dream of Death awoke. 
Now all was ſpoil'd ! The Undertaker's Pay, 
Sour Faces, Cakes, and Wine quite thrown away. 
But ſome Years after, when the former Scene, 
Was ated, and the Coffin nail'd again, | 


I The tender Huſband took eſpecial Care 
Jo keep the Paſſage from Diſturbance clear; 


ing the Bearers that they tread aright, 


t Nor put his Dear in ſuch another Fright. ? 


05 Craſſus, a Parſon. By Mr. Amburſt, 


Unf, rm'd in Nature's Shop while Craſſus lay, 
A cumbrous Heap of coarſe neglected Clay; 
Pray, Madam, ſays the Foreman, of the rade, 


What of yon paultry Rubbiſh muſt be made? 
For 'tis too groſs, ſaid he, and unrefin d 
To be the Carcaſe of a thinking Mind. 


Then 'tis too lumpiſh, and too ſtiff to make 
A Fop, a Beau, a Witling, or a Rake, 


Nor is it for a Lady's Footman fit, 


For Ladies Footmen muſt have Senſe and Wit: 


A Warrior muſt be vigilant and bald; e 
And therefore claims a briſk and active Mould. 
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22 gust be fcill'd in various Arts. 9 
A Miſtreſs muſt haus Charms, a Pimp have Parts, — 
A Lawyer without Craft will get no Fees: © 
This Matter therefore will make none of theſe, _. 

In ſhort I plainly think it for nought ; * 

But Madam I deſire your better Thought. : 
Why Tom, ſaid ſhe, in a diſdainful Tone, Ct, | 

| Anon the Sweepings, let it then be thrown.; 

Or make a Parſon of the. uſeleſs Stuff 

*Tyilllderve a preaching Blockhead well enough. 


On a beautiful Woman with a fine Voice, who was 
. very covetous and proud. f 

So bright is thy Beauty, ſo charming thy 80 
As had — both the Beaſts and their O 25 g 
But ſuch is thy Avarice, and ſuch is thy Pride, | 
That the Beaſts muſt haveftarv'd, and the Poet have dy d. 


on Miſs Floyd. By Dr. Swift. 
When Cupid did his Grandſire Fove intreat, 
To form ſome Beauty by a new Keceipt ; 
ove ſent, and found far in a Country Scene, 
ruth, Innocence, Good-nature, Looks ſerene : _ 
From which Ingredients, firſt the dext'rous Boy, 
Pick'd the Demure, the Aukward, and the Coy; 
The Graces from the Court did next provide, 
| Breeding and Wit, and Air, and decent Pride. 
Theſe Venus cleans'd from every ſpurious Grain, 
Of nice Coquet, affected, pert _ vain. 
Fove mix'd up all, and his beſt Clay employ'd, 
Then call'd the happy Compoſition Floyd. 


Written on a Fan, By Dr. Atterbury. 
Flavia, the leaſt and ſlighteſt Toy, | 

Can with reſiſtleſs Art employ ; , 
This Fan, in meaner Hands, would prove % 
An Engine of ſmall Force in Love; 
Yet ſhe, with graceful Air and Mein, 
Not to be told, or fairly ſeen, 
Directs its wanton Motion ſo, _ 
That it wounds more than Cufid's Bow; 


-- en 
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Tuo evety other Neat a Flame. | 8 5 

nn Gp of bee Danzers : 

JD * . Budgell. . 9s 

__ How ill the Motion:with.the Makic ii 

80 Orpheus Salad, and ſodanc'd-the Brotes, _ 

On Suſannah and the tun Elders. ae can 
When fair Suſannah in a cool R 


Ofhady Ardours ſbunn'd the ſultry $19 
Two wanton Letchers to — 
And ruſbing furious ſeiz d the trembling Dame; 5 


What Strength could do, her Arms perform, 

The Cry ee e they ſtrove to. form; 2? 
The Story's antient, and (if rightly wy 

was the Lady, but the . Lovers old, 

Had to Reverſe been true, had Authors "ſavy 
How that the Dame was old, the Lovers young; 
I ſhe had then the blooming Pair deny? 
Win tempting Youth, and Vigour on their ſide; 
©. + Oh! how the Story would have ſhock'd my Creed? 
„ "27 For that had been a. Miracle indeed. 


; 33 4 On the late LirdH——y. By the Earl of Oe. 


* 7375 He Nature whilſt . Clay was blending, 
2 Water has che Thi would end in 


ther a Female, ora 5 4 
a ye i, and bed the Scale, 8 || - 
. . complimenting Mr. F—-de, on 2 


Bis Poetry” © 
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WET KA writes well ſay ; ſuppoſe it true, 
* * You pawn your Word for him, he e ron: þ 

| „So two poor Knaves when once their Credit fail, 

1 To chearthe wol, Rn ner nl. AN 
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Ac 
I noted the Drabs, and conſidering the Place, 


And fall ſo hard, they bound and ri again. 


She reproach'd Erg/i-Nell with Neglect or with 
Malice 


"4 1 
at the Archbiſhop" 8 Door, Y 
th Cheat, Bitch, and Whore, 


Concluded twas plain, that they wanted his Grace. 


In a Window of 4 Room in the Tower of London 
is wrote, R. WALPOL 8, 1712. Underneath 
that are ihe following Lines, 

Good unexpected, Evil unforeſeen, 


Appear by Turns, as Fortune ſhifts the Scene, | 
Some rais'd a/oft, come tumbling dawn amain, 


By Mr. Prior. 
From her own Native France as old Aliſon paſt, 


That the Slattern had left in the Hurry and Haſte, 
Her Lady s Complexion and Eye-Brows at Calais." 


Dian WT being ſent for by the Lord Cann: 
RET, then Lord Lieutenant of Ireland, and 
waiting alone for ſome Ti Time in:the Council Cham- 
ber, wrote with a Diamond on the Windaw. 


My very good Lord, tis a very hard Taſk, 
For a Man to wait here, who has nothing to alk. 


. Lord coming ſoon after into the Room, rot ; | 


under it thus 


M very good Dean, there's few who come here, 
But have ; lomething to aſk, or ſomething to fear. | 


On Chloe. 


Here Chloe lies, N 
Whoſe own bright Eyes 
det all the World on Fire! 
And not to be 
Ungrateful, ſhe | 
Did all the World wal. 
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n 
5 Au Epitaph on little Stephen, a noted N 
8 Suffolk. © 


Stephen and Time 
Are now both even; 
Stephen beat Time, 
Now Time. beats Stephen, 


On the Burſer of a College in Oxford, cutting down 
the Trees near to the ſaid College for bis own Uſe. 


t Nature to each Creature ſhows, 
A ſecret Inftin& to diſcern its Foes; 
The Gooſe, a filly Bird, avoids the Fox; 
Lambs fly from Wolves, and Sailors ſteer from Rocks; 
The Thief the Gallows, as his Fate 
And bears the like Antipathy to Trees. 
| To a bad Fiddler. 
Old Orphens play'd ſo well, he mov'd e Nick, 
But thou mov ſt nothing but thy Fiddleſtick. 
; Written on Glaſs with the Earl of Cheſterfield's 
1 + Diamond Pencil. By Mr. Pope. 
3 | Accept a Miracle inſtead of Wit ; a 
g See two dull Lines with Sranhope's Pencil writ. 
y Mr. Cooke. From Martial. 
Paal, ſo fond of the Name of a Poet is grown, 
With Gold he buys Verſes, and calls them his own ; . 
Go on, Mr. Paul, nor mind what the World ſays, 
They are ſurely his own for which a Man pays. 
A Marriage Certificate. By Dr. Swift. 
Under this Hedge in ſtormy Weather, 4 
I join'd this Whare and Rogue together; 
And none but he who made the Thunder, 
Can put this Whore and Rogue aſunder. 
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Inſcription for 4 \ Fountain adorned with Qian 
AnNe's and the Duke of MarLoRouGn*' | 


Statues; and the chief Rivers of the World rouna 
the Mort. by Mr. Pros, 


Ye active Streams where e'er your Waters flow, 
Let diſtant Climes, and fartheſt Nations know, 
What ye from Thames and Danube have been taught, 
How An x x commanded, and how Mart uro' fought. 


By the Earl of DoRsET. 


Tell me Dorinda, why fo gay, 
With ſuch Embroid'ry, Fringe, and Lace? 
; Can any Dreſſes find a Way, 
To ſtop th* Approaches of Decay, 
And mend a ruin'd Face? 


Wilt thou till ſparkle in the Box, 
And ogle in the Ring? 2 
Canſt thou forget thy Age and Pox, 
Can all that ſhine on Shelves, or Rocks, | 
Make thee a fine young Thing ? : 


So have I ſeen in Larder dark, 
of Veil 5 lucid apa ve 
Replete with many a brilliant Spark 
(As wiſe Philoſophers remark) _ 
At once both ſtink and ſhine, | 


a " 


I On an empty Coxcomb. 


; You beat your Pate, and fancy Wit will come, 
Knock as you pleaſe, there's nobody at Home. 


' The Advantage of having two Phyſicians, 2 
One prompt Phyſician like a Sculler plies, ; 
And all his Art, and all his Skill applies ; - 
But two Phyſicians like a Pair of Gar | 
Convey you ſooneſt to the Stygian Shores. 


e compar d. 

Such a Liar is Tom, there's no one can lie faſter, . 
Excepting his Maid, and * lie with her Maſter. 
on n 2 2 
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And Madneſs twere for 


61 


th 0. \Greveyfone-in'Cirenceſter — 


Death'takees the Good, to good on Earth to flay, 


And leaves the bad, too bad to take _ 


E lis hes Graces; 
"Il * e Thing * — a true one; 
PF. Shall I tell you how 2 ey wr: 3a 
She herſelf makes her own Faces, 1 
And each Morning wears a new one; 
Where's the Wonder now? 


5 ; Venus uin 
When Chloe's Picture was to Venus ſhown ;. 


Surpriz d, the Goddeſs took it for her own: 


An what, ſays ſhe, does this bold Painter mean ? 
When was I bathing thus, and naked ſeen ? 
Pleas'd Cupid heard, and check'd his Mother's Pride; 
And who's blind now Mamma? The Urchin cry'd.. 
"Tis Chloe's Eye, and Cheek, and Lip, and Breaſt ; 


But Howart"s Genius fancied al the I ret. 


Seven Times a Day the juſt Men fin 4, - 
So ſpeaks the Sage our Hearts to ſoften :- 
Well, "the faſt Women, they fall in! 
| Ah! but no. gage can tell how often. 


-», ToSir Godfrey Kneller, drowing the Lady Hides. 
Picture. Lg ; 


The Cyprian Queen drawn by Apelles Hand, 

"fel Bea Beauty did the Pattern z 

_ thous bright 3 from every Part of Grcace, 
ute to adorn the Piece ;. 
e Charm the Painter took, 
For no one Mortal ſo divine could oa 


- 


But ha Kneller, Eate preſenta to v, 
In Byte finiſhed Beauty which de drew. 


But oh I take Heed, for va vaſt is the Defign, | 
AN Hand 2 =_ 


For mocking Nun b 
And tis as raſh ta imitate 


. . % 
* * 


tz] 

Richavd to thou'rt a very fad Dog, 
1 can'ſt D | 
Says Fu/eph to Die KP cage prog Rhymes t hence, 
Sure my Verſe at is as good f 


Nee ng 2 
The one's in the right ; and the other's not wrong, . 


M#*#*** tho' he muſt abſtain from Meat, 

Vet won't abſtain from Spite; 
The Rogue has nothing left to eat, | 
Yet can't forbear to bite. Wo 


Epitaph on a Country Seton 
Here lies old Sare, worn out with Care, 
Who whilome toll'd the Bell; 
Cod di yh. a Grave, or ſet a Stave, - 
| ſay Amen full well. 
For m_ Sang, he'd Hopkins Tongue, . 
And Sternbold's eke alſo; 
With Cough and Hem, he ſtood by them, 
As far's his W ord wou 'd 80. ä 
| The Worms have-loſt thejr good old Heft- | AY 
; Who them full often fed ; NF. 
For he 1 2 with Skin and Bone, e | 
| e *em now he's dead. 
Here take his Spade, and uſe his Trade. 
Since he is out of Breath; 5 
Cover the Bones of him who once 
Wrought Journey-work with Death. 


330 ee 
Sometimes to »Senfe, ſometimes to Nonſenſe leaning ;- 
And OY blank ring round about his W, 


|. Tore Dutebrſs f Beaufort. _ 


© Offipring of a tuneful Sire. 
'Bleſt with more than mortal Fire, 
Likeneſs of a Mother's Face, 
* with more than mortal 9 


* 
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K. 18 J 
vou with double Charms ſui rize,. 
With his Wit, and with her * , 


Selinda face's the brighteft Thing, 
That decks our Earth, or breathes 0 our Air, 
Mild are her Looks like op' ning , 
And like the blooming Summer 


But yet her Wit's ſo very ſmall, 
That all her Charms appear to lie, 

Like glaring Colours on a Wall, 
And ſtrike no farther than the Eye. 


Our Eyes luxuriouſly ſhe treat, 
Our Ears are abſent from the Feaſt, 
One Senſe is ſurfeited with Sweets, 
Starv'd or diſguſted are the reſt. 
So have I ſeen with Aſpect bright, 
And tawdry Pride a Tulip ſwell; 


Blooming, and beauteous to the Siebe. 
Dull d __ to the Stnelk.. 


To Jobs Loved great Obligation; my 
But John unhappily thought fit, 
To publiſh it to 4 the Nation; 

Sure Jobn and I are more than quit, 


On a Gentleman who died the Day after his Lady. 


The firſt departed, he ſor one Day try'd. 
To live without hers WEE i 1 and dy'd. 


Of all the Pens which my poor Rhymes moleſt, 
Calin's is ſharpeſt, and ſucceeds the beſt. 
Others outrageous ſcold, and rail do | 
With hearty Rancour and true Chriſtian Veicbe 3 
But he a readier Method does deſign; 


Writes ſcoundrel Verlſes,. andthen m_ ys re mine. 


I hate, and yer I love thee too: n 
How can that be? I know not how z. | 
Only that ſo it s know, __ 2 4 
And feel with Torment that 'tis fo. 34 


PW Upon 
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- Upona | Piture of the Lady Hide: | 


When fam'd Spelle fought to frame, 
Some Image of th* 7/alian Dame, © - © 
To furniſh. Graces for the Piece, 84 
He ſummon'd all the Nymph 1s hs of Graetz 

So many Mortals were combin'd, 

To ſhow how ge + ne ſhin'd. 
Had'ſt thou thus ſa 33 Proxy too, ry 
As Venus then was 

» Fenus herſelf, and all her — 

Of Goddeſſes had ſummon d been ; 

The Painter muſt have fearch d de die, 735 3 
Jo match the Luſtre of your Eyes. 5 22 4 
Comparing then, while thus we view 

The ancient Vers, and the new; 

In her we many Mortals ſ e,, 
Amen . oog 
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Bright. as the Day, iP ai the Morning fair, 
Sui Chloe ,—but common as the Or 


TY S*2 1 


On ſome Snow that mebes en 4 ; Lady's arg. i 7 


Thoſe envious Flakes came down in Haſte, 
To prove her Breaſt ſo fair; 1 
Grieving to find themſelves  furpaſt, . . nan, 
. Diſſolv di into a Fear. e ee 44 


* 


Chloe, a. bels at Men no more; 
Why then, tis plain, for what ſhe look d before... 


When Thomas calls his Wife his Half, | 
I like the Fellow's Whim ; , 2 

For why? She horns him, ſo the Jit © 
Belongs WO, im. v „ 


On his Death · bed poor 1.375 3 
His Spouſe is in Defpair ; et 
With frequent Sobs, and mutual Gries 

They both expreſs, their 9:9 


—ͤ— 
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A different Cauſe, ſays Parſon Jos | 
The fame Ead may ee; 

Poor Labis fears that he ſhall de, 
His Wiſe, that be may live. 


" Upon a Patch. on Lady's Face... | 
That artful Speck upon your Fa 3 
Had been a F e ir; 
Ih her it hides a woun 
And ſhe, in Mercy Flac here 


| When Lowele/; ee "AP 
Whole Beauty ready P 

1 choſe ker, tiny b 2 be he . Fen 

Not for the Faſhion, - Weight, 


- Bleſt be the Princes, who have fought 


= pompous Najnes, or Dominion A 
— Error, we are 2 : 


Happincfs1 is hut Opinion. 


came to the Crown without W a . | 
Ah l quoch the Pretender, wou'd T.cov'd do fo. 


Upon a Cravat, fluuriſb d by Mri.— 
When Mira caſts around her conquerin 5 
A thouſand Victims fall a Sacrifice; eee | 
No Bounds her Charms 1 wc but her Win 3. 
And whereſoe'r ſhe darts, a Look, can kill; 
Why ſhould ſhe then new Artifices fnd, 


Io extend her Power, and vanqui wank kind "_ 


Cannot the poinged Rays Rays ſhot from her Eyes, 
Her graceful Perſon,. and her Mien Re. 57 
But ſhe muſt triumph in acquired Art wy 


0" turn her very Needle le Aa Dart 25 l! 1 ; 


„ 4X 


On Milton. 


Three Poets in three diſtant Ages born, 2 114 
Greece, Tal and En gland du adorn 3. xs 8 5 
The firſt in Lötnel 4 of Though ſurpaſt, a 
The next in Majeſſy, in dee 85 ; 
K The 


1 23 ] 
The Force of Nature cou'd no farther go, 
To make a third, ſhe join d the former two. 


Written in the blank Leaf of an Ovid. 


Ouid is the ſureſt Guide 
You can find to ſhew the Way, 

To a Woman, Maid, or Bride, 
Who intends to go aftray.. 


Toa Lady avhbo commended another's Eyes a 


In vain by Parallels you ſtrive, 
. Pantheda's Eyes to praiſe 5. 
Perfection, which we can't conceive, 
Itſelf alone diſplays. 


Gaze on them only, if you'd know, 
W hat dazzling Rays they dart ; 

But, if what piercing Shafts they throw, 
Then view my wounded Heart. 


Love is begot by Fancy, bred ! 
By N 4 by ion fed, | 
Deſtroyed b by Knowl ge, and at beſt, 

Loſt in the Moment * 'tis poſſeſt. 


Law off thy Paint, Perfumes, and youthful Dres. 
And Nature's Failing honeſtly confeis; 

Double we fee thofe Faults, which Art wou'd lad; 
Plain downright Uglineſs would leſs offend. 


Written over a Gate. 


Hers lives a Man, who by Relation, 
Depends upon Predeſtination ; 
For which the learned and the wiſe, | 2 
His Underſtanding much deſpiſe; . 
But 1 3 with loyal To 5 3 
Him in the Right, them in the 
For how could ſuch a Wretch — 


W it was decreed ? nie Bk 


A... ROE 
pP); dgee. uf 
How old may Phyllis be, you aſk, _.- 
Whoſe Beauty thus all Hearts engages ? 
To anſwer is no eaſy Tack; 
For ſhe has really two Ages. 
Stiff in Brocade, and pinch'd in Stays, 
Her Patches, Paint, and Jewels on; 


ll Day let Envy view her Facs, 
And Phyllis is but twenty one. 


Paint, Patches, Jewels, laid aſide, | 
At Night Aſtronomers agree, 4 
The Evening has the Day bely'd, 
And Phyllis is ſome forty three. 


A Ticentious Perſon, 
= . Thy Sins and Hairs may no Man equal call) 
=: - For as thy Sins increaſe, thy Hairs do fall. 


den Martial. Lib. I. Ep. 20. 
When Gamm̃er Gurton firſt I knew, 
Four Teeth in all ſhe reckon'd, 
Comes a damn'd Cough, and whips out two, 
And Vother two a fecond., — 
Courage, old Dame, and do not fear 
* IT be third, whene'er it comes; 
1 Give me but t' other Jug of Beer, 
. And Ill enſure your Gums. 


: Rich Gripe does all his Thoughts and Cunning bend, 
I' increaſe that Wealth he wants a Soul to ſpend ; 
b Poor Shifter does his whole Contrivance ſet,, 
* To ſpend that Wealth he wants the Senſe to get, 
How happy wou'd to each appear his Fate, 
* Had Goth his Humour, or he Gripe's Eftate? \ 
_ _ Kind Fate and Fortune t blend em, if you can, 
And, of two Wretches, make one happy Man. 
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. "Thou ſpeakeſt alivay s ill of me, 
Labrays peak ell of thee; i 
But ſpite of all our Noiſe and Pather, _ "427.4: 28 
World 1 7 not one, nor 2 „ 223718 


Pious Selinda e Pray'rs, | a 
If I but aſk the Favour ; 2 
And yet, the tender Fool's in Tears, 
When ſhe believes [Il leave her. 


Wou'd I were free from this Reſtraint, —— , 
| Or elſe had Hopes to win her ; > 4 
Wou' d ſhe cou'd make of me a * 2 

. Or I of her a Sinner, Tt, | = 


: The true 8 | f J 
Selinda ne'er appears till Nig 
And what.won't anale a Ne. 


But well ſhe knows, ſhe bo TY 
Her Preſence. may ſupply the Day. 


Wou'd thou hadſt Beauty leſs, or he Ge 6 
For N 8 uglier than a pretty Whore, | 


The Antiquary.. . om ; 3 
If. in his Study be hath fo much Cue ; 
To hang all old ſtrange Things, let $ Wife beware. 


Did Celia? s Perſon and her Mind agree, | 
What Mortal cou'd behold her and be free? . 
But Nature has, in Pity to Mankind, - 7 
Enrich'd the Image, and deſac'd the Mind, | 


On the Death of Mary, Counteſs of Pembroke, 


Underneath this ſable Hearſe, 
Lies the Subject of all Verſe, a 
Sianey's Siſter, Pembreke's Mother. > 


Death! ere thou haſt kill'd another, '- © 0 
;. | | F ir, 2 1 


j 
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Fair, and learned, good as the, 
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_ Epitaph an 4 Men. and bis Mf, 


| Stay, Batchelor, if you have Wit, 
A Wonder to behold, . | 
Huſband and Wife, in one dark Pit 
Lie till, and never ſcold. 


Tread ſofily tho', for 4e "PING : 

Fuat es 

You've — 1 —— — ler ales 
Theſe Sots can ne er move ſteady. 


Ah Friend! with happy Freedom bleſt, 
See how m my Hopes miſcarried; 


Not Death itſelf can give you reſt, 
Unleſs you die unmarried. : 


On Dr. Cade, dying by bis ron Recipe, 


Cade, who had ſlain ten thouſand Men 
With that _—_ 3 a Vang 
Being fick, unlac try 

The Point upon bimſclf, and . 


A Lover's Anger. >” 


” 


— 


i As Chloe came into the Room t'other Day, 
I. peeviſh, began, Where ſo long could you ſtay ? 


In your Life-time you never regarded your Hour ? 
You promis 'd at Two, and * y look, Child, 'tis Four ; 
A Lady's Watch needs neither Figures, nor Wheels; 
"Tis enough that tis loaded with Baubles and Seals: 
A Tem per io heedleſs no Mortal ean bear 


Thus far ay went on with a reſolute Air. 


Lord bleſs me! cry'd ſhe, let a Body but wk! 1772 
Here s an ugly hard Roſe · bud fell into my N wh: 
It has hurt me, and vex'd me to ſuch a Degr 

But I know you wou'd never believe one ; pray * 
On the Left Side my Breaſt What a Mark e 

Me TIN, her Boſoin ſhe cre display d- 


125 
That Seat of Delight I vith Wonder ſurney d: 
And forget; cery Word I defign'd to have * 


O Mr. Hearne, the great Amiquary. 


" Fox on't, ſays Time to Thomas Hearne, . 
Whatever I forget, 2 learn; 


A Lady wrete upon a Minde Gi Verſe, inti⸗ 
mating her Deſign of neuer marrying ; under 
which a.Gentleman wrote the following Lines, | 


The Lady who this Reſolution took, 
Woe it Ar becauſe it ſhould be broke. 


To an angry Rival. 


"Tis not the Fear of Death, or Smart, 
Makes me averſe to ſighgjt:;: 

But to preſerve a tender Heart, 
Not mine, but Ce/ia's Right. 


Then let your Fury be ſuppreſt, 
Not me, but Celia ſpare z Ong 

Your Sword is Ny to my Freak, 2 
When Celia is not there. . 


The Muſical TO 


Some ſay, ad Signior Bononcini,. 
Compar'd to Harde!'s a meer Ninny ; 
Others aver, that to him Handel 

Is ſcarcely fit to hold the Candle. 

Strange, that ſuch high-Diſputes ſhou'd be, 
"T'wixt, Teweedledum and Taweedledte. | 


Written in the Window of- the Deanery- Houſe of 
St. Patrick in Dublin. By Dr. Dælany. IA 


Car the Fares of this Hoale ri ect | 
ure the Fates have deere 5c ves 
treated! 7 4: * 
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In ches Daysof 0 obs ®, , if you. 8 here to dine, 


Oh eve then how fully might all Sides be bleſt, | 
MWou' dſt thou but agree to this humble Requeſt ; 
Put both Deans. in one; or, if that's too muchTrouble, 


a voice of good Meat, but no Choice of good 
Wine; 


. In ee + Reign if you come here to 
Foa have Choice of good \ ine, but no See * 


Meat. 


W che Dean, e the N double, 


| 2 a "Feather 3 . Lady 5 Hair, 2 he 


If c but wear it, a.Feather's a Charm, 

Ah ! who can be ſafe, when a Feather can harm ? 
Since firſt I beheld, what a Life have. led ! 

All Joy and Content with that Feather are fled. 
Fly, Youth,. from this Beauty, whoever thou art; 
And warn'd by the a NN Dem. 


To a Caſu 7. 
If, 46 y vill wa; Mt Wie wor 331 1 
Are married only but for Life, 2 
Say then, ye learned Cafuiſts, whether 
They after Death ſhould lie cogether ? 


e Mitt, L. F. EB. 43. 


Varus invited me to ſup of late 
The Food was {canty, but the Wealth was great! 
Vaſt empty Plates, and Cups of Gold were ſerv'd ; 


Sw 44 


My Eyes were feafted, but my Guts were ſtary'd. 
Varus! I did not come to gaze, but eat; | 


So take away your Plates, or . dome Meat. | 


ur Vice ee E. 0. 
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Strait brembet his Buſt, ſtrait are his Virtues ten 
Their Date commencing with the ſculptur d Stone. 


If on his ſpecious Marble we rely, Fx, 

Picy a Worth like bis ſhou'd ever die: 

Fug « Wi eee > 7" 
From Martial,” Lib. viii. 5596. u = 


» & * 1 
4 * 


ce . ai L ee 5 
Au e ae he we be bog 15 


On ſetting up *. Butler's Monument i in Weſtmin- 
fter-Abbey, 
3 Burli, needy Wretch ! was fill alive, 
n'rous. Patron wou'd à Dinner give; | 
a when ſtarved to Death, an tarn'd to Duſt, 
——— with a monumental, Buſt, | 


The Poet's Fate is here in Emblem ſhown; 
He afk'd for Bread, and he receiv'd a Stone. 


The Critical Moment. . By Mr. Prior. 
How capricious was Nature and Art to poor Nel! / 
She was ps err at the n. den fell. 


On the Duke, of Buckin gham 5 2 at ROY 


168 5. 
When great Men fall, great Griefs ariſe, F 
In one, two, three, four: amilies 3 \ 4 


When this Man fell, there roſe. great wah 
In Rome, Geneva, ' Sodorm, and Gomorrah. 


To Mi e 


We Men have many Faults s 
Poor Women pil bus ur br \ 

There's nothin 5 
There” s no 
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tn Chaucer's 60 


Fair Su/an did her Wife-hede well menteine, 
Algates aſſaulted ſore by Letchours tweine. 
Now, and I read aright that auntient Song, - 
Old were the Paramours, the Dame full young. 


Had thilke fame tale. in other Guiſe been tolde, 


Had been onn = N e and they been olde; 
25 


That, by wrought much ſorer u l 


Full ber 1 wote, were ſwilk Denyal. 


Alice Miſh **.%, 
If Boe and Beauty fade, my Dear, 
art them wiſely while you may; 


KH, 10 they laſt, why ſhau'd you fear 


Jo give, what none can W 0k et, 


Her Eye-brow qi oa APE 
The belt of Folks are oftineft croſt, 
Sad Heller? thus 22 n 
. * Her careleſs, but 705 
hs Put me to Bed then, wretched Jane! 
Alas ! when ſhalkI riſe again? 
I can behold no Mortal now: 
Fior what's an Eye without a Brow? 


.-* On the ſame, | 
| lien was lot diy d into Bed, 
Fler 2 on the Toilet lay . 
Away the Kitten with them fledd, 


Fg Fees belonging to her Prey. 


For this Misfortune careleſs Jane, Fo; 
Aſſure yourſelf, was gen. ly rated 


And Madam g gain, 
"OW her ee) the NT A, baited. 


* 


On 


W v od byy 


2 [29] 
On little things, as Sages write, | 
nds our human Joy, or Sorrow; 
If we don't catch a Mouſe To- night, 
Alas I no Eye-brows for Tomorrow. R 
On the Lady Eſſex, who Was 4 Dutchwomane. 5 
The braveſt Hero, and the brighteſt Dame, 
From Belgia's nappy Clime, Britannia drew; 
One pregnant Cloud, we find, does often frame 
The awful Thunder, and the gentle Dew. 


Before Apallo's Shrine I pray'd, 
"That I by Verſe to carr ne 5 
Rezd the beſt Poet, Phebus ſaid, 4 

And place his Works before your Eyes. 


Beſt Poet! oh! great Pbæbus, how, 

How may this Pattern Wit be ſound? 
What Age produc'd the Man, whom thou, 
Wich this high Character haſt crown d. 
Does he among the Dead reſide, 

. . 7 with —— who now ſurvive 

Go, aſk if Prior's ſtill alive; TE BETH 


| On the Dutcheſs of St. Albans. 


The Line of Vere, ſo long renown'd in Arms;. 
Concludes with Luſtre in St. Alban s Charms;, 
Her conqu'ring Eyes have made their Race complete; 

They roſe in Valour, and in Beauty ſet. 


On a haſty Marriage. 
Married! *tis well! a mighty Bleſſing {: 
But poor's the Joy, no Coin poſleſling ? 
In ancient Time, when' Folk did wed, 
"Twas to be one at Board and Bed, 
But hard's his Caſe, who can't afford,, 
His. Charm̃er either Bed or Board. 
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| -  Idream'd, that, buried in my fellow Clay, 
2 + Cloſe by a common Beggar's Side I tay, 
And, as ſo mean 2 Neighbour ſhock'd my Pride, 
| Thus, like a Corpſe of Conſequence, I cry'd: 
Scoundrel, begone ;. and henceforth touch me not; 
4 More Manners learn, and, at a Diſtance rot. 
F How! Scoundrel ! in a haughtier Tone, ſaid he; 
1 Proud Lump of Dirt! I ſcorn thy Words, and thee; 
| Here all are equal; now thy Caſe is mine; 
This is my Rotting-place,. and that is thine. 


3 | The Emperor Adrian's Verſes to bis Soul, imitated. 


Poor, little, pretty, flutt ring Thing! 
M,M.ͤuſt we no longer live together? 
And doſt thou prune thy trembling Wing, 
To take thy Flight, the Lord knows whither ? 
Thy hum'rous Vein, thy pleaſing Poll, 
* lies all neglected, all forget; 
And penfive, wav'ring Melancholy, 112 
Thou dread'ſt, and hop' ſt, thou know ' ſt not what. 
Adariſ'd to the Lady * . 
See, ſee, ſhe wakes! Sabina wakes! 
And now the Sun begins torriſe !! 
Leſs glorious is the Morn that breaks ; 
From his bright Beams, than- her fair Eyes, 
Wich Light united, Day they give; | 21 
But diff rent Fates, ere Night fulfil ; 1 1 


How many by his Warmth will live 1 
How many will. her. Coldneſs kill l 


The Lady's Mering ber Loating-Glaſi to Venus. 
Vers ] take my votive Glaſs; _ _ - 
Since I am not what I was, _ | 
What, from this Day, I ſhall be 
Venus! let me never ſee. 5 
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fun 8 
On a aher e, ming uber, who FE 
"INE bad each h/t an Rye. i 


Young how wants, | Luzil/a wants an e: 

And either might with Gods in Beauty vie; 7 
Thoſe Lamps, ſweet Youth, which ſhine apart ſo fair, 2 
No longer with thy blooming Mother ſhare ; 

Oh! let thy Light adorn Laxi//a's Bro-; 

80 t he Venus be, blind Cupid thou. | 


"What is "Thought ? ON 


The Hermit's Solace in his Oell, 
The Fire that warms the Poet's Brain; 
The Lover's Heaven, or his Hell; | 
The Mad-man's Sport, the Wiſe-man' s Pain. 


To the Author of a Satire againſt Mit. 


Thine is the only Muſe on Bri/i4 Ground, 
Whoſe Satire tickles, and whoſe Praiſes wound; © 
Sure Hebreaw firſt was taught ber by her Nurſe, ' | © 
Where the fame Word is tag 60 iſs and cure. 


The Feather. 


In FhorimePs Arms, as if quite out of Breath, 
ll w_ "ax Fo my Charmer, _ thee to Death; 
Cry'd Thy: 8 on her Breaſt, 
He ſunk down his Head, and compos d him to reſt. 
Not long had they lain thus, unactive together, 
Ere the anton Rack d forth from the Bolſter a Fea- 

ther, 
3 him hard, till he d his Ey 
I L, ons of Devidon, r wh 
revent being kill'd i in the Manner you ſaid, _ 
Nl with thi Feather, to chop oF you He cad. 


From the Greek. 


"Two Goddeſſes now muſt Cyprus as” INES 
The Muſes are ten, the Graces are four ; 
Stella's Wit is ſo charming, ſo ſweet her fair Face, 
nk... new Van, a Muſe, and a Grace. 0 I 
ans 


D , * I Foe * . 
K 9 5 9 * * * * 6 * 
*. y * *y 4 
* 
A 
. 
** 
* 


Thy N rin bhg | 
Short Fo Foot, diſtorted in an Eye: 57 
With all theſe Tokens of a Knave complete, 
Should'ſt thou be honeſt, thou' rt a dev'liſh n 


An Epitaph on Mr, Feor. | 


8 Here lies one Foot, whoſe Death may Thouſands fave; 
* For Death has now one Foot within the Grave! 


The Scotch Weather-Wife. 


Scotland, thy Wen her's like a modiſh Wife ; 1 
Thy Wind; and Rains maintain perpetual Strife : 

So termagent, awhile her Thunder tries 

And, when ſhe can no longer ſcold—he cries. 


A French Gentleman dining with ſome Company on. 


a Faſt Day, called for ſome Bacon and Eggs. 


=P Tua reſt were very angry, and reprou'd him for 


fo heinous a Sin. Cs he wrote the foltrw- 
ing Lines. 


Who can believe with common u Senſe, | 
A; Bacon-flice gives God Offene! 
Or, how a Herring hath a Charm, 
Almighty Anger to diſarm 
Wrapt up in y divine, [ 
Does he regard on what we dine? | 


Upen Dean Swift leaving his Fortune to build an 
Hoſpital for Ideats. 


The Dean mult die, vile Ideots to maintain : 
Periſh, ye Ideoto Mr long live 22 Dean. 


Proper . to 5 a Sckrrie. By Mr. 


STEPHEN Ducx, 


A Ittle Learning, twenty Grains of Senſe, 
Reſerve a double hare of Jynorance 3. vn 
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L 333 | 
Infufe a /itle Wit into the Seulll. 
Which never fails to make a mighty Fool; rn 
Two Drams of Faith, two Tons of daubling next; 
Let all be with the Dregs of Tn mixt; 

Theſe jarring Seeds when in his Nature ſown, 
He'll cenſure all Things, but approve of none. 


The Military Raus. 
'Tis ſaid that the Soldiers ſo lazy are grown, 
With Luxury, Plenty, and Eaſe, © 
That they more for their Carriage than Courage are 
And ſcarce know the Uſe of à Piece. (known. 
Let them ſay what they will, ſince it nobody galls, 
And exclaim out ſtill louder and Jouderz _ 
For there ne'er was more Money expended in Balls, 
Or a greater Conſumpt:on of Powder. 


The WissE LAWYER 3.07 Baus a8 beth Sides firit 
$ IF Juſtice. | 3 


Old Counſellor Double, well vere'd in the Laws, | 
Can never conſent to loſe Client, or Cauſe: | 7 
Hence oft the wiſe Sage we at We/tmin/ter fee _ 
On each Side retain'd, and on each Side take Fee. _— 
Yet ſay nöt, too taſhly, he forfeits his Trotb,.  - 

To neither he's fade, when he pleaſes em both. 
While one he will charm by his. frenuous Banu, 
He'll gain Pother's Cauſe, by not ſpea ling at all. 


| | \ 
On a Playhouſe- Diſpute.at Weſtminſter- It. 
Players and Patentres at Law are hot, 

To know who are the Beggars, who are not: 

Ye mighty Kings and Chieftains of the Stag? 

On this er Pomt ſuſpend awhile your Rage: 

But one Year more at Weftminfier contend, 
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And, faith, ye'll ad be Baggars at the E. 
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[ 34 ] | mY 8 
for the $ Tepper of of the Charity Children at Tun. 
ells, 


Lites where the Colleftion was a” 


In vain you they's bn n 
The Goſpe 1 Dilzenlatio - 
And bead, from thenee, to bing 6 1 ' Youth 
To early Piety and Truth ; 
To unattentive Ears you preach 
= - | What Miſery alone can teach. „ 
5 Ti faid, Hibernia boaſts a Flood | 
Famous for petrifying Wood; | 
rang thy min ral nee we know, j 
ranger Transformation ſhow ; | 
ire Eid the Wretched ſed 
Th 7 Wat turn LO an to 8 tec. 


£ 
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Another 6 on the ſame . — 908 


So little given at Chaßel Dor? 
* People, doubtleſs, muf be poor; 
So much at Gamin thrown away! 
No Nation ſure io rich as, they. 
\ Britons / twere greatly for your Glow, | 
Shou' d thoſe who ſhall tranſmit your Story, 
Their Notions of ok Grandeur frame, 


Not as you give, but as you game, | 
On ſom late Books, intitled, Bones Divina I TY. 
Books of Science when you print, * 


The Work wou'd be entire and whole, 
' Shou'd you, dear Friend, but take a Bee: 
And to your Bodies add a a Soul. — 


| On the Kine? 8 STATUES placed on 1 Ty 5 
Bloomſbury-SteeplfQ. | 

The King of Great Britain was feckon'd before 

The Head of the Church by all good Chriſtian People; 


His Subjects of Bloomſbury have added one more 
s To his Tiles —and him the Head of the Steeple. 


_ 
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05 the ſame. - 


At gehe Market and Charing 
No longer ſtand ſtaring, 
But turn your Eyes this Way, good rene! 
e * 
Ils a Matter in Co 
But lol here i is a-Man on a Steeple. 


Os on Ora. I 
An 0% 0 like a Pillory,' may be fad $6.£4 4447 
70 now our ary Aen. but expoſe \ our Head. 


| On the Power of Meafic. 


The Force of Muſic beſt is found, 
When Soul ſubſervient i is to Sound. 


Occa ſioned by a Report that "PN 8 the Dutche F 

Dowager of M arlborough had offered a N 
of 5001. te the Poet who. ſbould | beſt exit bis 
Genius in Honour of the late Duke her Huſband. 


| Five hundred Pounds !- too ſmall a Boon 
Jo put a Poet's Muſe in Tune, 
That nothing may eſcape her; 
Shou'd ſhe attempt th heroick Story 
Of the illuſtrious Churcbili's Glory, 
It ſcarce wou'd buy the Paper. 


In Grantham Church-yard. | page | 


Jobn Palfryman which lieth here, 
Was aged twenty-four Year;  _ TOTES 
And in this Place his Mother lies 
Allo his Father, RIO IRENE r i 


A Rev. Drs Lamentation fir the Li 7 his 
Haring. 
Deaf, giddy, helpleſs, left done; 
; 1 To ll my Friends « Burden grown: Tc he 50 8 
10 | ws; 
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No more I bear my Church's Bell, 
3 Than if it rung tor my own Knell: 
At Thunder now no more I ſtart, 
Than ee eee 


Was Tier Woman's cha. 8 


"Cupid al. 


= 1 laid, 
= . ——— 2 ſtray d: 

3 | Awhile he view Nym cries in Paſhon, 

— your 1 


'or Mars is waitin lie mis d her Head, 
"I © My pretty Boy, ſure you've ' ſhe ſaid; 
25 22 like, cries he, may one be to another! 


For, as I live, I N 1 "wy Mother,” 
25 125; 


Advice to Tom ** 4. 


| Won't you to Orea/"Stades deſcend, | a ( 
3 To be exempt from Care; Tab 
_—_ oF Yownhed buracvpeby and pple well : bn 


And vu will Gon be there. Gave 
On a young | Gentleman oo good Parts but a great 


As Friew: Bawdy Lung; and (poke, | 61/02 
Biblio, prithee huſh ! e 3 
Where isxhe Humour, e 
Ys TR oa Aaree 
{I | a. 
Autber on Ihe ſame... 4 0 


Fricus diſplays ſuch. wopd'rous Merit, f v 
80 10 * ſwenrs, ſo loudly. dag, PTY 5 V 
Sure Satan breath d in him his Spirit. uf. 
To qualify } him for Tom King's. | 
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[37] 
For vain Applauſe tranſgreſs not Virtue's Rules: q 
A witty Sinner i is the worlt of ools, x 


The falſe Pur. 


Curſe on that ſordid Miſer's Luſt of Gold, 
By whom his Country's Intereſt is ſold, 

uletes cries ; and with a Patriot's Voice 
Declares, or Liberty, 'or Death's my Choice. 


But when N——4# whiſpers in his 
Your Vote ſhall gain Two thouſand Pounds a Yew ; 


With an obſequious Bow rh thanks his Grace, 
And wonders how he cou'd miſtake the Caſe. 


On Mr. John Day. 


Here lies the Body of Jobs Day X 3 
What young John ? no, no. Old Juba? bye: 4 


On Richard Button, E/ who was interr'd i in 4 
* . Church near Saliſbury. | 


Oh Sun ! Moon 1 Stars ! and ye celeſtial Poles! 
Are Graves then dwindled into Button-hules ? 
a On a Man. eating ratten Cheeſe. 


Jack eating rotten Cheeſe, did fay, 
Like Samp/on, I my thouſands ſlay ; 
I vow, quoth Reger, ſo you do, 
And with the ſelf- ſame Weapon too. 


On a Lady's halfmaſting herſelf when ſhe ſnil 5" | 
So when the Sun, with his meridian Light, N — 


Too fi darts upon our feeble 8 

We dank th officious Cloud, by RG kind A. 
We view his Glory leſſen'd in a Shade. 
ES "Had By Mr. Po, | 


In merry old Za land i it once was a Rule, 
The Kung! had his Poet, and alſo his Fool; 
But now we're ſo frugal, Fd have you to know it, 
That G can ſerve both for Fool and for Poet. 


| Tom 


(38 ]- 
On Tem 


Tom ever jovial, ever gay, - 
Fo To Appetite a Slave, 
BE: Still whores and drinks his Life a away, 
And laughs to ſee me grave, | 


'Fis thus that we two diſagree, 
So diff rent is our Whim, 
$ The Fellow fondly laughs at me, 
7h And I cou'd ery at him. 


On a 1e Phyſician called out of Church. 


While holy Pray'rs to Heaven were made, 
One ſoon was heard, and anſwer d too, 
Save us from ſudden Death was ſaid, 


P - And ftrait from Church Sir Jobs withdrew. / 


\ 
15 Tb Reſignation. 5 
M b Spouſe, with many a Ink 
Oft T 2 65 ; I-ſhall 2 Sigh, 
I griev d; but recollected ſtrait, r e 23.7 
— Tis bootleſs—to contend with Fate 15 
So Reſignation to Heav'n's Will 
 —Prepar'd me for ſuceeeding W: 
Twas M it did; for, on my Life, 
Tas ao Will to ſpare my Wife. 


2 On great Affidtions. 


One Comfort from the greateſt Ills we gain, 
The Leſs can never give our Breaſt a Pain, 
Abſtract our Thought, or diſcom our tart, 
Or ſaffer Fate to — 


os ſo the martial Trumpet's NEFA Sound, 

| louder Noiſe of burſting Thunders donn d; 
* Nor does the Stars expirin Light appear. 
3 | aan che Sun is near, mT 
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Saving Advice to E—— C——l, en his late ad- 


' 


- vertiſing a Third Volume of Letters. 


C let me adviſe you, whatever betides, 
To let this third Volume alone; a 
The ſecond's ſufficient for all our Backſides, 
So pray keep the third for your o ].. 


J Friendly Conteft. 


While Cam and % their ſad Tribute bring, 
Of rival Grief, to weep their pious King, 
The Bards of 1s half had been forgot, 
Had not the Sons of Cam in Pity wrote ; - 
From their learn'd Brothers they took off the Curſe, 
And prov'd their Verſe not bad=by writing worſe. 


On a young Lady refuſing to ſhew her Hand. 
No Argument cou'd Celia move, 
With ſtrong ReluQtance flill ſhe trove - 
Her lovely Hand to hide: | 
The Caſe is plain, ſhe was afraid, 
That plac'd in view, it might be ſaid 
'Twas by her Hand they'd dy'd. 


On ——'$s threatning to tranſlate Pindar. © 
You've undone: Horace what ſhou'd hinder 
Thy Muſe from falling upon Pindar ? 
But, e'er you mount your fiery Steed, 
Beware, O Bard! how you proceed: | 
For, ſhou'd you give him once the Reins 
High 7 in Air, he'll turn your Brains; 
And, if yau ſhou'd' his Fury check, ' _. 
'Tis Ten to One, he breaks your Neck. 


On aF—t, by Dean Swift. . 
My Age is not a Moment's Sta; 
My Birth the ſame with my Decay: 
RN — ill; no Colour know; 
And fade, that Inſtant that I blow. 
„ 
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mY, [490] | 
On ſome Refieftions on Pope's Buſto. 

Well, Sir, ſuppoſe the Buffo's a damn d on, 

Suppoſe that Pope's an Elf; 
All he can ſay for't, is, he n made 

The Bufto, nor himſelf. + 

| Ryſforake, to make a Pope of Stone, 
Muſt labour hard and ſore ; 


But it would coſt him Labour-none 
To make a Stone of Moor. 


Defign'd for the Monument of | Sir Iſaac Newton, 


Approach, ye Wife of Soul ! with Awe divine; 


"Tis Newton's Name that conſecrates this Shrine 
That Sun of Knowledge, whoſe meridian Ray 
Eindled the Gloom of Nature into Day 

That Soul of Science ! that unbounded Mind ! 

That Genius which exalted human Kind ! 
Confeſs'dfupreme of Men ! his Country's Price ! 
And half- eſleem'd an Angel, till he dy- J. 

Who in the Eye of Hess n, like Enoch ined, 

And thro? the Paths of Knowledge, walk'd with Gov; 
Who made his Fame a Sea without a Shore, 

And but ſorſook one World, t know rige of 


mor * 


| Epitaph + on a Mi Miter 


Beneath this verdant Hillock lies 

Demar, the Wealthy and the Wiſe. 
His Heirs, that he may ſafely reſt, 

Have put his Carcaſe in a Cheſt; 

The very Cheſt, in which, they ſay, 

His other Self, his Money, lay. 

And if his Heirs continue kind, 

To that dear Self he left behind, 

I dare believe, that four in be. 
Will think his better half alive. 
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...: 1. From the, French,. 


1-037 8 ret 
Sir, I admit your general Rule, 
That every Poet is a Fool e 2 75 | 
But you yourſelf may ſerve to ſhow'it, © 
That every Fool is not a Poet. | 1 


ee 

Two Parties had a Diff rence, and the Cauſe 
Did come to be decided by the Laws: 
The bribing Plaintiff did the Judge preſent 
With a new Coach; t'other, with ſame Intent, 
Gives him two Horſes; each with like Deſign 
To make the Judge to his own Side incline. 
The Cauſe being try'd, the Plaintiff's overthrown ; 
O Coach! ſaid he, thou art the wrong Way gone! 
The Judge reply d, It cannot but be ſa; 
For where his Horſes draw, your Coach mult go. 


| ti Ga 114 a £42,104} v6". 

Epitaph on the moſt. lamented Death of Mr. Wil. 
liam Wells, Maſter :of tbe Bear-Garden at 
Marybone.. . .. 5 eit 18 F Foes 
Shed, O ye Combatants'! a Flood of Tear; 

Howl, all ye Dogs! roar, all ye Balls and Bears! 

Ye Butchers weep ; for yu, no Doubt, are Grievers, 

And ſound, his Loſs with Marrow-bones and Cleayers 

| Fell" he A el Death hath been ſo kind, 

That he hath left his Bulls and Bears behind, © © x 


ie Lady, fung by a Be-. 2 DN r. 
To heal the Wound a Bee had made 
Upun my Delia's Face. 
Its Honey to the Part ſhe lad. 
And bade me-kiſs the Place. 
Pleas? d, 1 obey d, and fromthe wound Mai eee 
- Suck'd both the Sweet and Smart: 
The Honey on my Lips I found, 
The Sting went thro? my Heart. 
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[42] 


The Courtſhip. by 
A Swarm of Sparks, young, gay, and bold, 
Lov'd Sylvia long; but ſhe Sk. 7 5 
Int'reſt and Pride the Nymph controul'd; + 
So they in vain their Paſſion told. a 


At laſt came 2 ; he was old, 

Nay, he was ugly; but had Gold: 

He came, and ſaw, and took the Hold, 
While Brother Beaus their Loſs condol'd ; ; 

Some ſay, ſhe's wed; I ay ſhe's: _ 


The Balance of Europe. 


Now Europe s balanc'd, neither Side prenals ; 
For NG 8 28 in either of the ee 


Has tho* wanting Gold had Lands, 
'Lives chearful, ng Ga and content ; 
 Corwys unbleſs'd, with twen Hands 
A yd to count Ris early Rent. 
Mr of Lombard ! tell me which 
Of theſe you think poſſeſſes more ? 
One with his Pow is rich, 
And one with all hi s Wealth is poor. 


wn al ok Yr 
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Our Fathers took Oaths, as of old they t WR 


To have and to hold for che Term of their Lives; 
But we take our Oaths, as our Whores, for our Eaſe, 
And a Whore and a-Rogue may part when they . 


| 2 the Lacy e *, rele few 
1 eat Fove the weighty Foie de. 


Uncertain, Nymph or Goddeſs to create. 


Irreſolute, he cry'd, Mhat muſt be done | | 38 


We'll forma N ph and Goddeſs both in one: 


But from what attern of celeſtial Race 


Tue Features of ker heavenly Part to trace 3D 
t > © Shall lovely Yenus to the Picture fit ? 
Oe ſhall we copy Palla, Mien and Wit? 
. PEA 84 2 Still 
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441 
Still unreſolv'd, thus to the heavenly Maid, 

n from his Hand ſhe roſe, Be both at once, he ſaid : 
Hence both in thy lov'd Compoſition meet, ; 
A Pallas graceful, and as Venus fweet, 


Written in a Lady's Milton. 


With Virtue ſtrong as your's had Eve been arm'd, 
In vain the Fruit had bluſh'd, or Serpent charm'd; ' 
Nor had our Bliſs by Penitence been bought, 
Nor had frail Adam fell, nor Milton wrote. 4 


75 the KiNG, n his Navy. 


Shou'd Nature's Self invade the World again, 
And o'er the Centre ſpread the liquid Main, 
Thy Pow'r were ſafe, and her deſtructive Hand 
Wou'd but enlarge the Bounds of thy Command; 3 
Thy dreadful Fleet wou'd ſtyle thee Lord of all, = 
And riſe in A the drowned Ball; . 
Thoſe Tow'rs of 'Oak'o'er- fertile Plains might go, 
And viſit Mountains where they once did grow. 


Epitaph on a Miſer married to a Coquette. 
Here reſteth Jobi, midſt other Clay; 
Who heap'd up Riches every Day, | 
And never gave one Doitaway'; 
Parted with nothing all his Life, 
But what in common was — his Wife. 


On a profuſe Duke and Sir John Cutler. 

His Grace's Fate, ſage Curler cou'd ſoreſee, A 
And well, he thought, advis'd- him, Live like me.“ 3 
As well his Grace reply d, Like you, Sir. Jobs / 
** That I can do, when all Thaye is gene 
Reſolve me, Reaſon, which of theſe is worſ qq 
Want with a full, or with an empty Purle?' | 


— 
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1 © On!the-Daath of eee mon +4 

sage by Dea, bete Dearh's gale Herald Hes, | 
And adds a Trophy to is Victories On tn 


Yet ſure he w 'd,. who, while he'ad Breath, 
ns it his 6 r | 


"The Nonpareil. Rs 
1 | Karly,this Morn, a Time to Muſes TY 10 
of Willing to dnw one Woman Þ my Mind, 
* Wiſe Without Pride, without Coquetting fair, 
Chaſte as the e Roſe yet free as Air; 
| In | Language eaſy, and W _ 
„And moderately learn — and firaply g 
| Who ne'er; one Step from Virtue's Paths bs had 40 
True to her Friend, but truer to her Gs. 
But. when I on the Picture thought, I 5 2 5 { 
N. fach cas be, and flung my Pen aſide N 
My Muſe then kindly; whiſper'd, : Saab as „ . 
. Sod? 


Beauty foo daxlin 


| - Dorinda's ſparkling Wit PER? 
1 c Unitin ent . SH. 
b , a Which bg but quick l/ dies o * 
C Pains not the, eart, but kurt de Sight, 
Love is a calmer, gentier Joy, 1 

1 Smooth as his Looks, ek his; 
er Cupid is a Blac 1 h 
5 is Link full in wy Fce 1 
E „2 Ag it F771 N 
e , Toby e Sg vt A | 
As Sie 1 e home, with 5 an en 
To his Hows f in the Squive, | from n his. Frieh 


== He PA the freſh Air, and his Noddle Av AS; ; 

| He ſtagger'd, - but gain d not an Inch of his Ground. 
Get home! quoth the Knight 4 why, this ne'er can do, 

If, for one Step | ra I backward reel two: 
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Tl return to the Vine, —So,, as one may ſuppoſe, 

Sir Toby intended to follow his Noſe. 

But this retrograde Knight ne'er alter'd his Pace, 

And, gaining Ground backwards, found out the right 
Place : | | 


The Sot's Mathematics at length did prevail, 
And Sir Toby ſteer'd home by the Help of his Tail. 


| On Wit. 


True Wit is like the brilliant Stone, 
Dug from the Indian Mine; 

Which boaſt two various Pow'rs in one, 
To cut as well as ſhine. . 

Genius like that, if poliſh'd right, 
With the ſame Gift abounds, 

Appears at once both keen-and bright, 
And ſparkles while it wounds. 


CTF Shag, cc 
The Sun now clear, ſerene the golden Skies, 
Where-e'er you\go, as faſt the Shadow flies; 
A Cloud ſucceeds: The Sunſhine: now is oer, 
The fleeting Phantom fled, is ſeen no more. 3® 
With your bright Day, its Progreſs too does end; 
See here, vain Man the Picture of your Friend. 


On a fiingy. Beau. 


Curio's rich Side-board ſeldom ſees the Light, 

_ WW Clean is his Kitchen, and his Spits are bright; 

His Knives and Forks, all rang'd in even Rows, 

No Hands moleſt, or Fingers interpoſe ; 4 
IA curious Jack, hung up to pleaſe the Eye, 
I For ever ſtill ; whoſe Flyers never fly: 

'* His Plates unſullied, ſhining on the Shelf; 
d . For Curio dreſſes nothing, but himſelf, ; 
' . 0 * TE; „ 
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[ 46 ] 
On the Atthievement over the Door or F — 
The Coat exactly with his Manners ſuits: 


How near a- kin the Maſter and the Brutes ! . - / 
His Qualities were ne er ſo well expreſs'd, E 
Wolves his Supporters, and a Bear his Creſt. P 
pe Queſtion anſiwer d. 
Why is a handſome Wife ador'd ; 
By every Coxcomb, but her Lord? \ 


From mo Puppet-man enquire, 
Who wiſel hides his Wood and Wire 
Shews Sheba's Queen completely dreſt 5 ( 
And Solomon i in royal Veſt; 
But view them litter'd on the F 1 
Or ſtrung on Pegs behind the Door, 
Punch is exactly of a Piece 
With Lorrein's Duke, or Prince of Greece. 


On Roger Grant's being appointed Oculiſt 1» 
Queen Anne. 


Her Majeſty ſure was in a Surprize | 
Or elſe was very ſhort-ſighted, 

When a Tinker was ſworn to look after her Eyes, 
228 the Mountebank Read was knighted. 


- 
On Cold. 
The Latin Word for cold. one aſk'd his Friend ; 


5 faid be.— t af my fer end. 


— 


On a bad Painter. 


- Fablus, you ſay, is much inclin d 
Each Cheek with too much red to fill; 
His Pieces only bluſh to find 
The Painter draws their Looks fo il i 


* 


0 
| On the Derivation of the Word Newa. 


The Word explains itſelf without the Muſe, =. 
And the four Letters f. from whence come News, 
From North, Eaft, Weſt, South, the Solution's made, 

Each Quarter gives Accounts of War and Trade. 


Hope and Fear, 


Who has the better Game ſtill fears the End. 
Who has the worſe, ſtill hopes his Game will mend. 


On Mr. Budgel!'s Propoſal publiſhing an accu- 
rate Tranſlation of a Book, which had been al- 
ready tranſlated. | 


er Goddeſs, chanc'd to ſee, 
The Product of a B. Eppit l 
Which clearly does the Cauſes mention, 
Of Roman Grandeur and e $0 | | 
10 Penn d in French ſo rey prightly 
She judg'd 'twou'd take, and judg d it rightly. 
Quoth ſhe, ſo much [I hate this Nation, 
I'll damn this Author in Trapſlation, 
28, Then, to concert her Purpoſe well, 
She haſt' ned to Oblivien's Cell ; 
And found her moping over Tindal, 
For ſhe reads all, who e er have been dull. 


; Siſter, ſaid ſhe, you muſt befriend me, | 
And ſome ſpare Blockbead quickly lend me; 4 
Lay by that old Religion-hater, | 4 
And let him have your 200 Tranſlator; a 
Some drudging Foe to Wit and Merit, 
Moſt fit to damp an Author's Spirit. 
. Oblivion, ſmiling, cry'd, I have 
The Flow'r of Dunces in my Cave, 
And one, who I can ſafely ſwear, 
Will fuit your Purpoſe to a Hair; 
Oz He is your Darling, or I jadge ill; . 
Hlere— Hundrums call your Brother Budgell. * 
. 1 Se 
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_  Giron, at Church, 


As Giran bi in the Temple ſat. 
Tho? that's a Place he comes but ſeldom . 
He heard the Mob diſcourſing in the Porch ; | 
Fray, Neighbour, he cries out, don't talk in Church. 
Now wou d you know why he reprov'd the Crowd 
Twas cauſe he r not ſleep, they talk d ſo loud. 


On ſame We honour'd by: ber Majeſty. 


When Virtue reigns, to Liberty a Friend, 
Men read with Judgment, and with Taſte commend, 


Fond to be wiſe, ambitious, ſome explore { 


Newton's amazing Depths, untry'd before, 
And dig with Pleaſure 3 in ſo rich an Ore; _ 
Moolſton inſtructs an unattentive Age, 

And teaches Virtue in familiar Page. 

By Locke aſſiſted, the enquiring few, 

The darker Parts of Reaſon dare purſue, 

And e' er they Judge on every Side they view: 
They know Impoſture ina ewa Diſguiſe, 

And owe to Locke, that reading makes them wiſe. 
When ſome forbidden Heights advent'rous try, 
And, ſelf-ſufficient into Nature pry 

Chaſtis'd b Clarke their thoughtleſs Pride muſt yield, 
And each deceiving Cavjl quit'the F ield, 

While Words like Tis prevailing 7 convey, 
Their glimmering Senſe improves to perfect Day. 


On a fine Houſe built by a Lawyer. 


The Lawyer's Houſe if I have rightly read, 
Is built ___ * Fool and Madman 8 . . 


: On 8 


Wuen Death puts out our F/ame the Snuff will tell, 
If we were Was or Tallow by the Smell. 


* 8 
On Love. Wu 


The ſhaken Tree grows faſter at the Root: 
. grave firmer fron a; Doubt. 


- "Os 
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wis Eyes of Wonder the gs | Str belt» 


Poets, all alive, now dal in Gold. 


In Life, and one common Fate ſhare, - 
And on their Backs ll ll hi Riches ane 


Promiſes. 
niſe ſoon, but to perform are long; 
Lord Lon mow Ferls-Rrings ty'd but to their Longe. 


To the Lad T=-nk---lle, on ber ry Sherlock 


Miſtaken Fair ! lay Sherlock by. 
His Doctrine is deceiving ; 

For whilft he teaches us to die, 
He cheats us of our Living. 


To diss Leſſon we ſhall know, 
Too ſoon without a Maſter; 
Then let us only Rudy no, I N 
How we may live the faſter. e 
To live's to love; to blefs, be bleſs d 
5 1 mutual 1 
Share then my r in your Breaſt, 
And kindly meet my Paffion. rs 
But, if thus blefs'd, I not live, 1 
And Pity you d . 7 
To me at lealt your Sherlock | give, 
"Th 1 malt oem to Pi 


On the Lady * n 
What do Scholars and Bards, and Philoſophetziife,* 
Me Ong r 


By telling us Venn muſt always 
In a Car, or a Shell, or 1 twnklin St Sur! 


Drawn by Sparrows, or Swans, or Dolphins, or 3 
| r ww the Graces and Loves ! 


[ 50 ] 
That Ambroſia and Nectar is all ſhe will taſte ; 
And a Paſſport to ears, is a Belt to her Waiſt ! 
Without all this Trouble, I faw the bright Dame: 
To Supper laſt Night to Pu/trey's ſhe came, 
In a good warm Sedan; no fine open Car; 
Two Chairmen her Doves, and à Flambeau h erStar : 
No Nectar ſhe drank, no Ambroſia ſhe eat, 1 
Her Cup was plain Claret, and Chicken her Meat. 
Nor wanted ſhe Ceſtus her Boſom to grace, 
For Richmond that Night had lent her her Face. 
0 George Faulkener's promiſing io have the Dean 
V St. Patrick's Effigies, prefix d to the new Edi- 
lion of his Works, from a Copper Plate done by 
Mr. Vertve. | $27 


In a Fttle dark Room, at the Back of his Shop, 
Where Poets and Criticks have din'd on a Chop, 
Poor Faulkner ſat muſing alone thus of late: 

« Two Volumes are done - It is Time for the Plate. 
« Yes Time to be ſure - But on whom ſhall I call, 
To expreſs the great Swift in a Compaſs ſo ſmall ? 
% Faith Vertue ſhall do it—I'm pleas'd at theThought 3 
* Be the Coſt what it will, the Copper is bought. 
Apollo 0'er-heard, who as ſome People guels, 

” Oe in the ng Sac corrected the Preſs, 
And plear'd, he reply d,“ Honeſt Geerge, you are right, 
my lis Thoughts ty own, denke er you — 

40 * ; . | | 
« For, tho* both the Wit and the Style is my Gift, 
« "Tis Vertue alone can defign us a Swift.” 


On ber late Majeſty in her Gro:to, 
Not more by Enfigns, than ſele& Abode, 
Diſtinguiſh'd are each Goddeſs, and each God. 
In Paphos Iſle doth Cytherea dwell ; 
Neptune and Thetis in their watry Cell ; 
High on O/ympus Top ſits ſceptred Fove, 
And Britain's Pallas in her green Alcove. 


— 
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Upon 7 Lady'i writing in Characters. 7 


Belinda ſighs fot Strephon, and wou'd ſhow i it, . 
By writing thus, that none but he may know it: 
So while in Characters ſhe tells her Mind. 
Love makes not him, or her, but others blind. 


On being expell'd a Lady's Company, - 


Thus Adam look'd, when from the Garden driv'n, 


And thus diſputed Orders ſent from Heav'n : 
Like him I go, tho? to depart Em loth ; 

Like him 1 go, for Angels drive us both. | 
Hard was his Fate, but mine til! more unkind; 
His Eve went with kia, but mine flay'd behind. 


Smt i in a Snuff-Box. 


Think, and ſome uſeful Leſſons *twill impart, 
That when you open it, you ope my Heart; 
Think, when you Tee this Preſent from your Lover, 
Your Self 5 che Bottom, and that I'm the Cover. | 


Dryden's Epitaph on the Lady Whitmore. - 


Fair, kind, and true, a Treaſure each alone; 
A Wife, a Miſtreſs, and a Friend in one: 
Reſt in this Tomb, rais'd at thy Huſband's Colt, 
Here ſadly fuming what he had, and loſt. 


Come, Virgins, ere in Bands you join, 
Come firſt and offer at ber her Shrine; 4 
Pray but for half the Virtues of this Wife, 
Compound for all the reſt with longer Lid | 
And wiſh your Vows like her's'may be rid, 
So lov'd when living, and when dead ſo mourn d. 


Fighting. 


Who in his Cups will only Figbe, 
The Clock ther mak be oil'd well, 


of 


is like - 
ere it rie. 8 


1521 
Formio bewails his Sins with the ſame Heart 
As Friends do Friends, when they're about to part. 


Believe it Formis will not entertain a 
One merry Thought until they meet again. 


On Treaſon. | 


Treafon does never proſper; what's the Reaſon ? 
. Why, when it proſpers, none dare call it Treaſon. | 


The World. 
The World's a Book, writ by th' eternal Art ; 
9 yo — Author * printed in Man's z 
| ely printed, tho* divinely penn 
And all the Errata, will appear at h End. 
This poliſh'd Stone of Marble fairr, 
Includes the Corps of Gerwa/e Air: a 


. Nethinks 'cis a ſurprizing Death, 
6 That ir ſhou'd die for Jar of Areach. 
M0 os Porery, | 


He who in his Packet has no Money, | 
Shou'd in his Mouth, be never without Honey. 


Encouragement to young Authors, 


An Author young, who pants for Fame, 
Begins the World with Fear and Shame, 
When firſt. in Print, ſee him dread 
Each Pop-Gun levell'd at his Head; 
The Lead yon Critick's Quill contains, 
Is deftin'd to beat out his Brains; 
As if he heard loud Thunders roll, 
Cries, Lord have Mercy on my Soul! 
Concluding, that another Shot, 8 
Will ſtrike him dead upon the Spot. EN 
But when with ſquibbing, flaſhing, popping,  . 
| He cannot ſee one Creature dropping ; ak: 
2 6 That 


— - 
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That mifing 29%. 05. Aim + 


His Life is ſafe, 1 mean his Fame: TE 

The Dang ger pa See Gage, x 4 | 

And loaks a Critick in the Face. 
The Laurel. Addreſi d to Mr. "46h 


What diff rent Effects does the Laurel produce ? 
In its woe er is Honour, but Death in its Juice; 
And ſince r has now brought its Honour io low, 
He ou d taſte of the Juice, for abuſing che * 


On Chloe. 


When firſt I. gaz d on C Bes Face, 
And ſaw each killing Eye; 
I thought twas Heaven — and ſo it was : 
But not for ſuch as I, b 
On Mr. Congreve. 
Dan Congre nt in writing Pla 
And one poo 2 der balf ki — 8 . 
While Montes gu, Who claim'd the Station, 
To be . of the Nation; 
For Poets open Table kept, 
And ne'er conſider'd where Led ſlept; 
Himſelf as rich as fifty Fewer _ 
Was eaſy, tho We. wanted Shines ; 
And crazy Congreve, ſcarce cou'd ſpare 
A Shilling to diſcharge his Chair : 
Till "ns Na taught appeal 
For Pans Fire, to — 
Not owing to his y Vein 
The Fortunes of his latter Scene; 
Took proper Principles to thrive, 
And ſo might every Dunce alive. 


On Dreſs. 


He who a G.. fach ſtrives to make his Wife, 
Makes her, perhaps, a Wag/ai/all her Life. 


Dye Courtier and Scholar. © 
| A haughty Courtier meeting in the Streets | 
A Scholar, him thus inſolently greets; 
Baſe Men to take the Wall, Ine er permit: 
2 ſaid, I do, 1 : al}? 7? 
- BN 3 o. 
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On the Funeral if Aae Hopkins. | 
What > | 
Wo e va Co 


— © The Word. 


id , 
rn... 


b : 
be, 2 the work Near 'World that ever "= se 


les. 


Th ye Demureneſs pleaſes me 
by go with well-tim'd Delights r 
All Day thou e Lacrefia be, 
ZBut avs be at 


On a Bee, Pifed 5 mm Honey. 
From Flow'r to Flow'r, with eager Pains, 
See the bleſt buſy Lab'rer fly ; 13 
1 When all that from her Toil ſhe gains, a 
= Ts in the Sweets ſhe hoards to die. 
4 'Tis thus, wou'd Man the Truth believe, | 
With Life's Toft Sweets, each fay rite Joy 8 
3 If we taſte wiſely, they relieve, Ll 
3 But if we plunge too deep, deſtroy. 
| The Friendſbip of Sir Edward ——, 
Thus with kind Words, Sir Edwardcheer'd his Friend, 
Dear Dick! thou on my Friendſhip may'R depend; 
I know thy Fortune is but very ſcant, 
But, be affur'd, I'Il ne'er ſee thee in Want. 
Dick's ſoon confin'd---His Friend, no doubt, wou'd 
tree bim, 
---Hiz Ward lie kept In Want he ne er wou'd ſee hig. 
7 On an old Scold. 
$:y/la is toothleſs, yet when ſhe was youn | 
She had hoth Teeth enough, and too much Fongue z 
What ſhall we then of toothleſe Srylla ſay ? 
But that Dang has 2 2 her Teeth away. 


4. » 
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Book 


6 Legacies. | 27 : E 
who in Life oppreſi, adhd bequeats®” 
oods to pious at their Death; . 
Are Ars like thoſe Drunkards, who, when laid aſleep,” 
Diſgorge the Liquor which they cannot keep. 


. 


When Men of Infamy. to Grandeur for, 
They light a Torch, to ſhow their Shame ter more. 


'On Repentance. 


"Tis not to cry out „or to fit . 
And droop, or to conſeſs that thou. haſt fazl'd, | 

— Tis to bens he Sins than didſt commit, * 
And not commit thoſe Sins thou haſt bewail'd ; _ 
He that „and not forſakes them too, bs 
Confeſſes rather what un. 2 


| The contented Farmer. i 
I eat, drink, and fleep, and do what I * — 
The King at $1, reel can our do theſe 4 


Courage miſplaced. 


As Thomas was cudgell'd one Day by his Wife, 
He took to his Heels and fled for his Life,. - 
4 Tom's three deareſt Friends came by in the RING 
And fav'd him at once from the Shrew and the 
Then ventur d to give him ſome ſober Advice; 
But Jom is a Perſon L. Honour ſo nice, 
t Too wiſe to take Counſel, too — to take Warning, | 
That he ſent to all three a C next Morning ; 4 
. _ Three Duels he fought, thrice he ventur'd his * 
Went Home, and was cudgell'd again by lis Wife. 


On buying-a Bibles 


Tu but a Folly to rejoice or boaſt, WF: 
How mall a Price thy well-bought Purchaſe coſt. a 


1 


A x0 


x 
# +» N 


© Until thy Death, thou ſhalt, not fully know, 
- Whether it was a Pennyworth or no; 
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And, at that time, believe me, r 
Extremely cheap, or elſe extremely dear. 


: © Advice to the Poets. _ © 
How thall we pleaſe this Age! If in a Song 


We put above fix Lines, — 


If we contract it to an Epigram, N 


As deep the dwarfiſh Poetry they damn: 


Tf we write Plays, e ſee above an Act, 
And tbeſe lewd Maſks, or noiſy Fops diſtract. 
Let us write Satire then, and, at our Eaſe, 
1 the ill-natur'd Fools we cannot pleaſe. 


On the Impoſſibility of pleaſing all People. 


| Whoſecks to pleaſe all Men each mr | 
- And not himſelf offend ; 

"He may begin his Work to Day, 
_— Gon we when = end. 


On Mats. 


Nature a thouſand Ways com 
A thouſand Words expreſs her 
But for her Laughter has but eng 
And: very On, Ha, Ha, He. 


N On a Man who el promis d mere than 1 d 


perform. 
Wh yon n Friend Tom, you ſhould ers 


e Care, 


n eil You've taken the Bear. 


mu. en the Collar of a Dog, belonging to the 
PRINCE at Kew. 


I am the Prince's at Kew, 
Pray, tell me, Sir, whole Dog are you? 


S >. ® #% * 
. . * 
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On a nted Blackſmith, TS 
My Sledge and Hammer lie reclin'd, 
My Bellows too have loſt their Wind; FG 
My Fire's extinct, my Forge decay'd, : 
And in the Duſt my Vice is laid z 
My Coal is ſpent, my Iron's gone, 
My Nails are drove, my Work is done. 


On Sir John Fry. 


Here lies the Body of Sir Fobn Fry, 
Oh! oh! does he ſo? There let him lie. 


On 4 furl ViQualler, Mofter of the Red-Lion 
— at a certain Place near Saliſbury. 
When a Man to the Town.for a Show brings a Lion, 
"Tis uſual a Monkey the Sign-poſt to tie on 3, | 
But here the old Cuſtom inverted is ſeev, + 
For the Lion's without, and the Monkey within, 


Epitath on Shakefpear. 
Extratttd from his Play of the Tempeſt. - 
The cloud-capt Fowers,  _. 
The $ Palaces, 
| The ſolemn Þ-mples, 
3 The great Globe itſelf, 
3 Vea, all which it inherits, 
, Shall diſſolve; 
And like the baſeleſs Fabric of a Viſion 
Leave not a Wreck behind. _ 


On Mr. Elijah Fenton at Eaſthamſſead in 
„ FE 
This modeſt Stone, what few vain Marbles can, - 
May truly ſay, Here lies an honeft Man. 
A Poet bleſs'd beyond the Poet's Fate, . 
Whom Heav'n kept ſacred from the proud and great, 


Foe 


[58] 
Foe to loud Praiſe, and Friend to learned Eaſe, 
Content with Science in the Vale of Peace. 
Calmly he Jook*d- on either Life, and bers 
f Saw nothing to regret, or there to fear. bx 
= From Nature's temp'rate Feaſt roſe ſatisfy'd, 
_ 'Thank'd Heaven that he had liv'd, and that he dy d. 


| On Mr. Gay. 
ad Of Manners gentle, of Affections mild, 
= In Wit a Man; Simplicity, a Child; 
With native Humour, temp'ring virtuous Rage, 
Form'd to delight at once, and laſh the Age. 
dove Temptation, in a low Eſtate, 
And uncorrupted ev'n among the Great! 
A fafe Companion, and an eaſy Friend, | 
Unblam'd thro' Life, lamented in thy End | 
Theſe are thy Honours ! not that here thy Buſt, 
Is mix'd with Heroes, or with Kings thy Duſt; _ 
But that the Worthy and the Good ſhall f 3 
Striking their penſive Boſoms— Here lies Gar. 


Written in a young Lady's Almanack. 


Thi bright Norella, when you ſee . | 
: | Wan Chan 8 of the Year, | = . ; 
That nothing is from Ruin free, 

And gayeſt Things muſt diſappear. 


Think of your Glories in their Bloom, f 
The Spring of ſprightly Vouth improve, 6 
For crack as. alas! will come, 
And then twill be too late to love. ( 


* 0s the Iofiof Time, 
- Ticio ſtands gazing for the clouded Sun, 
To be inform'd how faſt his Hours ſhall run, - ,. 
Ah! fooliſh Tzcio, art thou ſound in Mind. 
To loſe by ſeeking, what thou ſcek ſt to find. 


£A.,Fi}y,T 7 beg _ 


Prem 


[59] 
From Martial. 
Maro, you'll give me nothing while 


| 7 live, 
But after Death, you cry, then you will give, 


If thou art not, indeed, turn'd arrant Aſs, 


Thou know'ſt what I deſire may come to paſs. 


When Cbloe's Picture was to Chloe ſhewn, - 
Adorn'd with Charms and Beauty, not her own, 


Where Hogarth,. pitying Nature, kindly made 


Such Lips, ſuch Eyes, as Chloe never had; 4653 


Ye Gods ! ſhe cries, in Extaſy of Heart, 
How near can Nature be expreſſed by Art! 
Well! it is wond'rous like! nay, let me die, 
The very pouting Lip=the killing Eye! 
Blunt and ſevere as Manly in the Play, 


Downright replies ; like, adam, do you ſay $i 4:1 


The Picture bears this Likeneſs, it is true, 
The Canvas painted is, and ſo are you. 


'On the Law. 


You Chremes, Neighbour to a Peer, | 
Kept half his Sheep, and fatted half his Deer ; 


"% 
— 


1 


: 


Each Day his Gates thrown down, his Fences broke, 


And injur'd ſtill the more, the more he ſpoke, 


At laſt reſolv*d his potent Foe to awe, 


And guard his Right, by Statute, and by Law ; 


A Suit in Chancery the Wretch begun, 


Nine happy Terms thro? Bill and Aber run 
Obtain d his 1 


The noble Art, from Cadmus took its Riſe, 
Of painting Words, and ſpeaking to the Eyes; 
He firſt in wondrous magic Fetters bound 


The airy Voice, and ſtopp'd che flying Sound ; 


The various Figures by his Pencil wrought, 


Gave Colour, and a Body to the Thought. 


Cauſe, had Coſts, and was undone. 
On the Invention of Letters. From the French. 


* 
1 * 


To 


fing, 
ps his Head, and hangs his Wing : 
Clouds. have bent their Boſom lower, 


They lows thy Sede e ele 


Fantaſtick Nymph! that G 
Thy Heart = inſt Love: 
8 Tears ! whoſe ow'r can ſoften all, 


rn 


On a young Lady juſt married to a e 


The Gods aſſembled in Debate 
ASI 
us, 
To whom — aſſign; 
Unanimouſly did agree, 
That one ſo like themſelves, wou'd be 
III- ſaited to Mortality, 
So gave her a Divine. 


On & late Duel. 
The pratin , Playful, little Pleader flain ! 
O, no Haide and Dicky did but feign ; 
— 2 — nths, if Linon d be wrong. or 


urg d a twere, agree to fight : 


And 


00619 
And tis a wonderful Account, if trae, . 
They met, they talk d, they drew, and then—withdrew. 


' The Sportſman's Projer- to Cupid, | 
id make our Virgins tender, * 
e to be won; 


Let them y ſurrender, | 
When the Siege is once begun. Set be i 118 
Such as like a tedious W | ys 15 


Let them ervel DamſelsSnd 5" / © * 
Give me ſuch as wou'd be doing 
Prithee, Copis, make them kind. a 


On Mrs. Juliee convicted of aue, 


In Life with what furprizing Turns we meet? 
Een Juſtice is become an errant Cheat. 
Alas! who Honeſty herſelf will truſt, - 
Or Truth —— Juſt ice is unjuſt! ! 


n. X REER ; 


Poor Robin getting drunk one Day, KR N 
Unb#a with Warmth did to him ſa r, 
You Villain ! he who drinks can ne er 


Be honeſt, faithful. or fincere.- |. ö 1 of | if 

Rabin replies, If chis be true, | | . 

VEE TIN Rogue as you? - -. = 
4. Epitaph in'a eee 1. | 


Death is a Debt to Nature due, pn 20 
Which T have peil, and $0 WER 28s. + 


Anather, 3 Lacy. 


Sleep ſoft in Duſt, wait the Alm s Will; 
Then riſe unchang'd, id be an Aug. 
| G 3 
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The Reaſon. is plain. why. honeſt Neg. Hatton, 
Who COR: 150 Wives, won dn ne er x chuie a far one. 


1 L 1 E. 
= Man, b y Necefity-eompell'd, 6 524 wo 1 
WW O'er Rocks of Perils,. and 'thro'-Valey of Foes, 
Man with the Morn begins his deſtin d Race, 
Joy in his Eye, and Pleaſure in his Face: 
t oh ! what Rubs attend ue Days 
_ Mom pray — = Strength 
is Lim e, wi orly To EY 


Till wiſtfd: for Night reftores' 

Thus Man for ever 4%. — and decays, 
Counting his few, and thoſe uneafy Days. 

He ſcarce a Minate glories in his Bloom 
So harſh is Death's inexorable Doom! —_ 


80 nigh, alas! the Cradle and the Tomb ! 


4s Alu „ C. 
Cries Cala ton waggiſh Mortal, Kno, 
„All is not Gold that males a glitt rin — | 
True, cries the W — rer 
n We 


0 But for deceitful 
rt a « 


If Words ag bet Ard 
Wor e 
For breaking of che e 


un only breaking Wind: 7 F 


£*  - 
0 the Death of Dean Swiſt. 
' When Gay breath d his laſt, we in Silence complain'd 3 
For yet we'd a Pope and a Swift that remain'd : 
Pope falls—AIll Parnaſſus reſounds with our Cries, 
And our Prayers aſcend, to keep Sui from the Skies. 
Vain Wiſhes! vain Pray'rs!_ to the Winds they are , 
given; 3 
For Death comes relentleſi and takes him to Heaven. — 4 


At little Misfortunes we're ſoberly ſad, 
But it's —_ now we've Joſt all our IR" run 


 Tiſeription on a Clock in Yorkſhire, 

I ferve thee here, wich all m Might, | 
" To tell the Hours. by Day, by N Naght 3 
Therefore Example take by me, 7 
And Jerve thy Gon, a. I ſerve thee. } 


Richard's Opinion. 


Dict Wiſe was ſick, and pos'd the Doctors Skill. 
2 der gan how to cure thi inver 'rate III. 
eſcnb'd,; No, Ban the other, 
LES 20 neit 1 gr Hens 05 , Wy Brother ; 


Tha $ the only d, - 
That's eren As bg ſince *s dier N ha | 8 


'Tis fit the Nodes chuſe by whom t* abide. 
 I'fe no great Skill, quo“ Richard, bythe Rood ; 4 
Bot I'ſe think Herding $ like to do moſt Good. 1 


. a. kept Madam for | 
| Lady of Faſhion. 
Sir tedious Monibs'y ; Damon ghd, 
He fa ar dA 25 | 
u'd, implor'd— 5 | 
No Eger con d prevail A N 
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At 1 he try'd the Pow r of Gold 


| She ſoen to chide forgot; 


| © The Fair One was no longer cold, . 


But prov'd—alas! too 
On @ young Lady. 
T he vainly anxious Myra leaves 
To. paſhve Jud es her Complaints; 


Her Cauſe wou'd awe them, were they Knaves ; 
Her Eyes wou'd bribe them, were they Saints. 


| The Beau. 


As Ovid auge a Beau of old admir d 
A Shade, and ſor the empty Form ex 


Love's God, relenting of his killing Pow 15 . 


Gave him the Life a animates a Flow'r. 
Hence future Beaux, ſo Love ordain'd, are made 
Gay as a Flow'r, but empty as a Shade. 


The Caſe flated. 


When Eve wou' d try, but to her Coſt, 
Tb Experiment of Evil, 
That ſhe with Gods might Wiſdom boaſt, 
And Cunning with the Devil. 


Too ſoon the Knowledge ſhe obtain'd; 
Too late ſhe curs'd the Prize: 
Oh ! had ſhe but a Fool remain'd, 
We ſhou'd have all _ wiſe, 


Sie, ihe young, the far, the , vg 
2 verdant Bow 'r inclos d; un 
The little Wanton, tir'd with Play, 
In downy Sleep repos'd. | 
A Bloom, fo like the Peach's Hue, 
Her glowin Cheeks expreſs'd, 
A Bird, S ud eager flew 
And ſeiz'd the 122 Feaſt. 
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Ah lucky Spoil, tho! rude th' Alarm, 1 


And Sylvia 3 * 
Since to the Wound its ſmiling Form, 


That LIPS Dimple owes. 


ö The Dueftion. | 
The Earth doth all its various Fruits ſupp 
With dropping Rain, from yon high azure > 
The Sun and Air ſuck up the ſwellin 1770 Tide, 
And the pale Moon by Geer) 808 f. Pn 
Then why, my boon Cempanions of the N 
Am I forbid to quench- my thirly'Soul 2 


On Miſs Kitty. 
That ſhe looks like an Angel, the Ladies all ſay, 
Is the chief of all Compliments Mankind can pay; 
But faith! they're quite wrong; for I think tis more 
pretty, 
And the Compliment greater, to ſay ſhe's like Kitty. 


On a young Lady playing on the Haryfubord. 
Tho' Orpheus, ancient Poets fay, "Ro 


In Muſic ſo improv'd, 5 1 
80 ſweetly on the Harp cou'd play, 
That Woods and Stones i 


Vet, ord Ls hear, who's dead and 
Thee, charming Syren, play, 

He wou'd thy Muſic 8 = 
And throw his Harp away. 

Thy Notes, fair Maid, wou'd Brutes controul; 
Can heav*nly Jo Joy inſpire ; 


They with iron . an we Soul; © 
ns Ke 54 
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ly tall, and tow'ring in the Skies! 
5 n the Groves, her ſtately Head ſhe rears, 
„ ü dann the Len of Vears: 
. Now plows the Sea, a warlike t Ship! 
| Matin her Womb deſtructive Thunder: Nleep! 
- Hente Britaia boaſts her wide extenſive Reign, 


eee re? Ion. 

75 the incomparable Miſz * * . 

Grace is in your Steps and Mein, | 

You lke 3 Goddeb more 
+ 1 Inall Geſtures there is ſeen 
nn Dignity and Love. 

E die Lang fea Artll'ry from your Eyes, 
| The Graces paint your Charms; 5 


.(-*. Orpheas is rivall d in your Voice, 
"wp Venus i in your Arms. 


vu on the bon ee. of a Lady's. Pocket- 


How bled Why I . "LOR 
As in this Book, inſcribe her Name ! 
Bat wretched ſtill, if there, as here, 


Another Fool might do the ſame, 

++... | Blenheim- Houſe. 7 
3% | 1 See, Sirs, {ee here the grand Approach! | 
= This Way i is for his Grace's Coach! * 
1 There is the Bridge, and there the Clock! 14 
2 5 : Obſerve the Lyon, and the Cock! Fa 
II The ſpacious Court! Colinade ! 
. And mark how wide the Hall is made! 

Tbe Chimnies are ſo well deſi oe: 'd, 

e ever ſaved in any Wind. Th 
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The Gallery's contriv'd to walk in; 
The Windows to retire and talk itt; Þ + 4 
The Council- chamber for Debatmmmm _ 
And all the reſt are Rooms of State. l _ 

Thanks, Sirs, cry'd I tis v fine i ; 1 
But where d' ye — ? or e dine ? 4 
I find, by all you bes been, lng. 8 dec $e ph A 
That tis a Houle, but not to dwell in. = 


| ; A 
75 the incomparable Miſs TY 3 


As with a Friend on Sunday laſt, | 4 
I tript along the Mall? 4 
dnigg' ring at each powder'd Beau, 1 
And gazing at each Belle; 5 5 bo 
A ſudden Buz ran thro' the Croud, 1 | 
With There! that's ſhe in Green” * 4 
I cou'd not, for my Soul, dev ite 
Wbat all the Noiſe did mean. We * 


At length advancing farther on, TUES 
Where ſtill the Hum RR, AA . Y 
I faw you, lovely Maid—lI did, AS + 3 
And then my Wonder ceas'd. Se bo 3 


90 On an Epigram. 4 
One Day in Chelſea Fields a walking, .., 
Of aw. and ſuch Thin talking, | F 

Says 25 , A wy ag, 
An Epigram, if ſmart and a . - = 
In all its Circumſtances ſhou'd Fe _ 2 

Be like a Jeih- Bg. 3 
The Simile, ifaith, js new; e 9 
But how can'ſt make it out ? 1 Hugh + 2 1 
Q Rab, Vl tell thee, Friends 0 
Make it at op both wide and fit * 


To hold a Budget- full of Wit; | 
TO I OR 45: Ut e 


WILLIE 


Dei NSF wil 
= © Vee! with Po Tir is fravght? | 
75 : fore Arr ory ON 
5 - Which, g contracting Eli ts Though, 
5 Dun ſes che Soul on Fire 
80 Convex Glaſſes, "made complete. 7 
Conpfact the Rays of Tight,” + + ©» 


Wich when apart, yield little Heat; 
vhs e 


The Modern Traveler... 


. the K ad Tour, thro” Paris; INE "IS 

The travell' Pall returns accomp un 4 d home : | 

Learn'd in each G7, and vere'd 6 ev'ry Faſhion, 

He conies to teach, and to adorn the Nat 

Wich ſmarteſt Airs he ſparkles thro” the T 

And views with Scorn the Academic Clown,” 6 

ot modern Wit, extreamly read in French, IN 
i'w ; 


, and dance, and "ref, and ſwear, u 
He knows the Warld-—ay,aud, theWord knows him. 


8 


1 Fa -* | A 54 9 like his 7 > E 


the Ladies at erken- n in the 
Soo * rann 


a Authors theWorld <a Brains babe trac d, 
Tuo fix che Ground where Paradiſe was plac d. 
Mind not their learned Whims and idle Talk, 


ene wher eſe bright dee . 
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22 a Grotto, we nk of nine Lai 


By Mr. Pope. 


Here, ſhunning Idleneſs at once and Praiſe, 
This radiant Pile nine rural Siſters raiſe ; 


4 * 
* 


The glittering Emblem of each matchleſs Dame, 
| Clean as her Soul, and ſpotleſs as oy Ps 


Beauties which Nature only can im 

And ſuch a Poliſh, as diſgraceth Art: 

But Fate diſpos'd them in this humble Sort, 
And hid in Deſarts what wou'd charm a Court. 


Epitaph on a Baſtard-Child murder'd its 
ging þ 

Lov. foi of of Hozoun's Diba -e thee. 

SNOU *in in ſpite of Lovs, pronounced thy Death, _ 


From Anacrcon. 
Trompets, Drums, „Guns, and the bold * 


My hi — Muſie moſt loudly ſhall rattle; 


But, alas my poor Fiddle too weak wou'd it ve, 
And can play to no Tune, but the ſoft Tunes of Love. 


T'other Day with new Cat-gut my Fiddle I ſtrung, 


Then Britons firike home moſt heroicly ſung ; 


To 2 out high Notes tho“ my iddle- lick 
rove. 
My Fiddle ftill tweedled, and tweedled of Love, 
A Scraper from Beauty no more will I rove, 
But tune up my Fiddle to Sonnets and Love. 


Wrote at the Reque Dr. Cox, en 4 aveurite 
fat Lady 225 called N 6 
Sally, Doctor Cox's Chubby, 
3 and Bubby, 


17 


v. 83 e bes sie National Diprovit, 
Wulle his a wüh Ardour becoming his g 

i ve ac the t and Vice of the Nation; : q 

But the Sins of a e forbears to Uilcover, >: 


Ad thoſe of the Rich, complaiſant, paſſes over; © | 
$ One wo ſwear that the former- N 


And the ſtor ly under no on of kek. | 


* bt canes . © hos 
p , 5 
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= . K 2 * ; On peter White. &< 8 | 4.4 * & - 


1 ra A will nver Eo fsb 
13 5 Wound ou know the Reaſon why, 
1 ' reer goes he follows lis Noſe, TSF, 


Alu chat zende any: ebe 
E He, ow . - oo 4 


+0 A Bare, kill'# by Claret; Colonel G— doth G. 
Ne ann 


2% 
=_ 0. Ly 0 Verſes wrot on rh 0 
* 8 wr en . 2 


2 "402 4. 22 
1 ; * Ws ſaid (which was full Rh 
1 Mach Learnin g made thy Name · ſake mad 
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* . But en Pav i, thy Verſes flies wit, © 
* ee #9291 6.0 


& x 


* p * 


mp Hd the Tonk of 1. Jt v 


IB 7% Tay beavy on him; and; 4 ho - 
13 Laid many a * Load on 
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* * * - thee, * 


* * * 
n 8 aer a n 
a S 4 D . « * - o | 8 as * a - EY 73 34 % * 


„„ 5 


N ; _— 
Xx BN * oy - > % * A * —_ - - - 3 v4 . 424 * a4 * - * * 
a * « 4 8 1 - 
> 4 4 - 
— * N — 
* 
x "LETS % - 
"1a ? pf 2 1 
* 
le «+ 
oe 8 + a - 7 5 
1 
, * FIVE * 1 
We * — — * - 
9 * * F + * 
9 * * 4 * 
5 12 * ” * 4 43 9 * 5 - 
„ . "*. 4 yu * \ 
> * 95 2 £ 2 — * A * 
e 132 33 E * * 4 
0 i bs! : =o IT, Py - ö 
. » \ , 
* * £58 ** 8 4 4 — A 
LA, © 1 OP 2 © . — 
2 Fat -+ FT," * 7 - - lo. i » . 
* e * * - 4 
4 2 . » # 2 2 1 V . 
* 1 


